Google 


This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 


I 




THK (JII-T OF 


1 



L 


ft" 


,f 







t 


J 


\ 





^/c^^^'***^*^^ 


THE LIFS 





'iff y 


y 






£<Y 


I. .-. .. ,% 


, i-r 


1 i r *W V! 


I ;•_ «i ■; 


;» • A 


o;*,. 


4 •- K* 


- V - ■-? 




a f 


// 


^\ ' . 



^!^^9^ 


wm^mm^mmmi 


THE LIFE 



M^ 


SUMNER LINCOLN FAIRFIELD, ESQ. 




\ 

m 
I 

L 


ijr 6ne iroLUMB^ 


jvi 


BT JANE, FAIRFIELD. 


NEW YORK: 
PUBLISHED BY THE AUTHOE. 

Q, W. WOOD, FRIIITIE« 

1847. 




muBt ■ceordig to Act of CongtCM,inlhareu- t846,b]r 

JANE FAIRFIELD, 
letk'i Office of tiw DiMriM Court of the Umt«d BMm, fat tbt 
SoBthcm District of New Tolt. 


TO 


FIT2.0REENE HALLECH, B««. 


Titmunu OF m hiohbst- xBsncr 


utKtm MM A K>xr, aub ammDrr AooffUMEunM, 


Bt jank faiepibld. 


'*• -: ' /> •-. 






•s 


TO THE PUBLIC. 


MMMM^MMMM««MMM««» 


It is by no means consistent for one so neariy. allied ae the 
wife, to write a biography of the husband. There are many thij^s 

that, uioder any consideration, she should not be induced to explain ; 
her feelings are often overcome by the bittjemess of grief, <Hr acted 
upon by sympathy or benevdlence. *' Facts, not opinions," should 
be .the motto of every bandid historian ; it therefore requires a biogra- 
pher who shall try a cause not ifom malice, or ctiiEcnse from f$kVor. 

1 have endeavored, in as concise a manner as possible, to lay be* 
fore the public a few ef the events in the life, and to ana1yze,4ks well 
as 1 was able;, the mind and character of my late husband. The ne- 
cessity of expelling the publication of tlie work, induced me to take 
upon myself the responsibility of tlie task ; and as it h my first at- 
'^ \ tempt at authorsliip, (aiid I trust it will be the last,) I hope I shall be 
forgiven for all absurdities of style and composition. 

Opposite views are oflen taken of the same events and characters, 
by persons of differently constituted minds ; and though I may di&r 
tVom the multitude in regard to the prominent points of ehacacter in 
relation to the poet, I feel qnite confident that there axe a few among 
those who knew him he$t^ who will coincide in my opmions. How 
fiur I have succeeded, rests with thehr better judgment. 

Wabch 38, 1S46. JANE PArRFIELD. 
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CHAPTELR I. 

StTMNjilx Lincoln Faiktoil^ was the only son of th* 
Abncr Fairfield/ He tvas bpm on the 25th of Juno* 
1803, in the mountain town of Warwick, Massachu* 
setts, not far from the frontiers of the State. Of the 
family, or the ancestori^ of his ^.tt^er, little is known. 
It is certain, however, that they were French descent ; 
since the Fairfield name originated from the name of 
Beauchamp. It is believed there were three brothers 
of the name came frc»n Fi:ance at th^ time of the 
Revolution, and settled in. New England* I regret 
the vagueness, and uncertainty I feel on this subject* 
sinee .there is nothing more agreeal/ 1 than to be 
able to trape. to a certainty, a line^of one's ancestry. 
This, in a country like purs» made and mixed up as it 
is from among the. nations of the earth, cbuld scarcely 
be possible, . , . 

While yet an infai^t, the par^ts, with their only 
child, removed to a small town in the State of New 
York, named Athens ; on the beautiful Hudson. Here, 
]|pt long before the death of Dr. Fairfield, a daughter 
was added, who, in a short time, l^ecame to her brother 
almost his only solaoe. 
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Vt. Abner Fairfield died in October, 180% in the 
thirty-second year of his age. He;fell a victim to hit 
responsible profession, during the ravages of a pes^ 
tilential epidemic. The mother, as is often the case in 
widowhood, found refuge in the home of her father 
a plain, industrious, worthy yeomaHf in a rustic spot* 
near the village of Western, Worcester County, Mass. 

Here, among the romantic hills and* valleys of the 
Father-land of Freedom^ passed the ^earlier years of 
the poet. Few opportunities for mental cultivation 
were afforded, for he was put on an equality with the 
children of the family, and alt vfho liVed on the Estate 
of Mr. Lincoln -were d.ccustomed to jiabor. But their 
dwelling became a refuge for the broken in spirit; 
and the wido^ and the fatherless,' for four brief years, 
found much to console themdn the sympathy of rela- 
tives and friends. . ^ 

At the end of this period, a new^ affliction was inn- 
pending; Marietta, who was how in her fifth year, 
and had grown in mind and form, beautiful as the 
first flowers' of. spring, was seized on the first of Sep- 
tember, 1810, by a fatal malady, whichj within a few 
days, closed her unoffending career, and \Vafted her 
spotless spirit far beyond th^- taint and trouble of this 
mortal life. This was a severe^ and better trial, for 
she was the idoPof her grand-parents, and, indeed, all 
i^o knew her. Her brother was inconsolable at this 
bereavement, and continued through life- to mourn the 
loss of this ra(Uant and lovely beingl He' was often 
sad-^most sad when contemplating ' the loss of both 
fftther and sister. In a poenri, written in mailhood, 
entitled the ^ Fat&ei^s Legacy,^ he shdws howxb^o 
were hi^ feelings on this subject 
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From this severe trial, the poor boy seemed roused 
to a sense of his situation. The loss of his father, 
aknost in infancy, and his sister, which speedily fol* 
lowed, produced' in his young mind, by nature re- 
iSective, those gloomy forebodings of the future, which 
haunted his imagination, and dwelt upon his heart. 
During that epoch, it was difficult to find occi:q>ation 
which might .oh^at the days of cala/nity o( their weary 
length* . While Marietta lived, they Uended their en- 
joyments together; they ran up and down tjie brows 
of the hills, which skirted the beautiful country around 
the dwelling, wheiie lived their grandpparents; they 
plucked the roses on the n^ead* and. lov^d, the hours 
that were thoiv own«> , , ^ 
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CHAPTER H- 

Tndt most 'fervent affections are' those Which art> 
least divided. The poor boy bbing left alone with4iM 
mother, (consequently, could love npne but her,) loved 
her with a fervor that scarcely admitted of e<>mpa- 
rison. ^ She became the only protector of his child^ 
hood, the partaker of his sorrows; and his only society. 

Dr. Fairfield died a poor man, and, in his last mo« 
ments, requested that his only HOn should receive, if 
possible, a collegiate education. This k^t request 
was the sole project that held possession of tke poor 
boy's mind. He beheld in their strongest light, many 
of the impediments he must surmount. The ardour 
of his wishes encouraged him^ and he felt convinced 
he should overcome them all. The project he kept 
profoundly secret ; resolved "not to mention ijt till the 
moment of his departure should arrive* 

The ambitious boy, at the age of twelve years, 
thoughtful^ melancholy, and lonely, without the ocon- 
mon necessaries of life, to fulfil the expiring wish of 
his father, left the spot that had long^ been the dwell- 
ing of his childhood, to join the grammar school at 
Hadley, Massachujsettsu' He knew nothing l>eyond his 
rudiments, yet, in less than a yeavy through applica- 
tion and most intense study, he was fitted for college, 
and entered Brown University,- >September, 1S17| in 
mioance of his class. 
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This institution was then under the direction of 
President Messer. - Those of his class-mates who su7 
Vive, have become able and distinguished men in 
the departments they occupy. Mr. Caswell, whose 
ihiM and bland manner, and whos6 excellent ^nd 
benevolent heart has ^ndeiaired him to all who know 
him, for several years has distinguished himself as an 
able professor in the high ^tatioti he fills* in the col- 
lege fVom which he is a graduate^ Longfellow has 
been admired fdlrhis belle-lettre attainments ; his 
fi>rt\in^ and succesi^ in life; hd^ given him the ascen- 
dandy to which his genius entitles him. The Rev. 
Benjamin Gutler h^s been long venerated and beloved, 
84^ a learned, fadthful, and Christian ministei*, in the 
church lie selves. Between these nieh and their fel- 
low^studeat, there existed the most amicable and kind 
feeling. It*^ could not well be otherwise-^he ^sought 
to injure; no one. With a heart alive to all the sensi- 
bilities of bUr nature — modest and unobtrusive, thou^ 
disposed always to think weH of himself, with a lofty 
mind, and a pure ambition, it 'was not hid disposition 
to court applause, ^et his love of approbation was so 
strong as^to create in his youhig tnind an cittempt at 
distinction.. 

From the first ferment bf his boyish dreams, he had 
nothing in his fdvor, neither competence,^ birth, or 
cotmexions ; and he began to feel the world a niighty 
stage, on which, it is true, you cannot el^ablish a foot* 
big Vvi^out merit, and without labour. 

He had not been in college but a little while, 6re 
the consequences of unmitigated appliccttion brought 
on a severe illnei^ which almost tenninated life. As 
soon as his health permitted, he began to aid in hi* 
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fupport by teaching school in th^ neighbarhood pf 
college. All exertion, however, wa» In vain ; -and ia 
the midst of his erudite pursuits, at the^age.of seven- 
teen, he was compelled to resign his eager hopes ai^d 
dazzling dreams, and depart to Dbingte and struggle 
with the cold and chilling world. ^ , 

The two subsequent years were spent itit Georgia 
and Carolina, as . principal oi academies. Here, in 
the solitude of cou9try life, his poetic ,imagining8 
awoke within his unoommuning heajrt. Better, far, for 
rest and peace to himself, and those to whom i|| after- 
life, he became allied, that they had. slumbei^d on 
forever ! > 

Two pamphlets of rhymes were published, during 
his eighteenth year^from which he ^ver after shrunk 
from reading, but which--^their only merit-r^ontriba- 
ted, through the kindness of friends, in augmenting lim- 
ited means, and tWreby qjlded to the comforts of his 
mother, who, at that time, was suffering under pain- 
fol and protracted illness. . 

Shortly after this period, it< was deemed> expedient 
that the author should I9x his mind upon the ministry, 
as his profession, >He soon made up his mind to apply 
himself to the study of Theology, and passed sonie 
time with the Rev. -Mr. Cranston^ of Christ's Church 
Savannalu< 

Before he had completed his studies, this clc^rgy 
man left Savannah, to visit his friends in Middletown 
Connecticut, where, in 1822, he diqd. This n^sfortunt 
sealed the fbture fate of the poet. He ^ gave up, at 
onfie/his detexitdnation to take4>rders, left Savannah, 
and sailed for New York. 

H<nret9iew obstac W ooe«7ed. After a lap8« oi 
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months, without means or friends, (for to be poor is to 
be friendless— the terms are often synonymous,) the 
poor man's biu'k seemed cast upon a stormy sea. All 
but intense feeling and high thought was cast aside. 
AU ordinary pursuits Beemed vain and worthless, and 
for the evanescent rainbow glimpses of imaginatioBy 
all the paths that lead to opulence and power, were 
fiEHreverabandMi^d* . - . 
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CHAPTER m. 

** Thb pain which is felt when we are^ tilaAS]plaiitecl 
/rom our own, native soil» when the living bruich is 
cut ir^m the parent tree, is one of the moat pjotgnant 
which we have, to endure thrpngh life^ There are 
aftier-griefs which wound more deeply,and leave bdiind 
them s^ars never to be effaced ; which bruise the spirit 
actd sonietimes break the heart; but never do we feel 
so keenly the want of love,- the necessity of being 
loved, and the sense of utter desertion, as '^yhen we 
first leave the h^ven of home, qad are, as it were, 
pushed off upon the stream of life/' 

The decision was made. Literature* henceforth, be 
conceived, was to distinguish him from the world. In 
this belief he weftt forth ; add though be was advise4 to 
forsake a path that could not lead to one of roses, and 
told by others, who had already embarked in this un« 
profitable pursuit, that> the moment he attempted dis- 
tinction, he would be abused, calumniated, and sigh 
for Ms old obscurity ; for this he cared not^e thought 
of nothing but the glorious fate he had in view ; to 
have an influence on the vast and ever-growing mind 
. of such a country as ours ; to be the medium of circu- 
lating new ideas, in a new world ; to become the pi- 
oneer, in so good a cause, of upholding &e ** glorious 
priesthood*' of the honest and the beautiful. This 
was the highest ambition of the pocnr scholar. 
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For this purpose, he determined and decided Upon 
a trans-atlantic voyage, to visit Europe for a time 
This -was happily accomplished, and in December, 
1825, he set sail froni New York to Lotidon. Upon 
his arrival in the great Metropolis, wild with' delight, 
he felt inspired with dll ke.sa:w and heard.' ' His young, 
ardent, and enthusiastic spirit, weht <5ut in all its glo- 
rious imaginings ; he Sought the abodes of the poets ; 
he cohimuned with Wordsworth and Campbell ; he 
began to taste; for the first tim^, the transport, the 
intoxication of an author^ and though he had written 
but few things, he fancied that he was formed to. do 
something in the w6rld, itnd in his youiig mind deci* 
ded he was to becoine a man of books, rather than a 
man of deeds. ' ^ - 

Perhaps no young man^r ever' left America with 
prouder credentials; these introduced him^t once to 
th^ ptiblisbers pf literary periodicals. He was soon 
solicited to write for th^^ •* Oriental Herald f a wpric 
then edtted by Mr.'Buckingham, who ha:» since been 
a lecturer in this- country, oh his travels in the East 
The following letter cont&ins -Mr. Buckingham's pro 

posaiato the author 

' "• » • • ' ' . 

OnovB fbnt noAD^ St John's Woo^. 

Dbar Sik >— I return th^ '' Lord of the Wild," as 1 
should prefer inserting the ''Cities of .the Plain,'' in 
the Heralds if room can. he found for either.- In this 
• case, however, I tlank it will be advisable to retrench , 
in a few places, not amounting, perhaps, to more than 
fifty lines in. the whole ; which, if you will entrust to 
my discretion,'! shall do with .all due regard to the 
unity and effect of the poem. ' Thui is a' jHivilege 
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which we find it necessary to exercise on all ptoduo 
tioQS submitted Tto us ; and on^ to which, I have no 
doubts you will readily assent. Indeed, without thki 
it would be impossible ^to perform the duty of editor 
satisfactorily, or adjust the various and. conflicting 
considerations of length, style, su1>ject^ a^ii so forth 
into one halrmoilious .whole. 

The rskte of remnneratum we have already. &ced at 
ha.lf a guinea per prii^ted pftge ^ .and the usual rul^ isy 
I believe, tha4; payment be made immediately on the 
publieation of the article inserted. If these conditions 
be acceptable, I shall retain the '< Cities of. the Plain.'' 
and give it the earliest gpssible insertion. 

. . -f amy dear sir. 

Yours very truly, 
J» 9. 'Buckingham. 

For the ^* Oriental -Herald,?' he wrote his po^m cn» 
titied *' The Cities of the Plain." For all his writingps 
while abroad, he received a half gtdnea d page. This 
offer, in the settinfg out of his. career, revived, his 
hopes, and encouraged his heart. - / - i* • r - 

" The Cities of the Plajn '* was^ eulogized by the 
press, and read by the clergy ais a great production 
for an American Poet: 

Soon after its publication, Joannft- Balllie sent for 
him to breakfast with her. . The following- note waig 
received by the poet: 

Friday, Feb. 7, 1825. S 

Mm. Joanna BaiHie presents her complincv^ts to 
Mr. Fairfield, and requests the favor of. his company 
t0 breakfast, nekl Mondayi at hi^-pMt ninoi whU^ 
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she hopes will not be mconveniently early. (kJt is 
sorry that engagements and oth^r cirewnstances oblige 
her to name so distant a^day for having the p!e£jsnre 
of receiving Mr. Fairficdd, but trusts that his residence 
in Hampstea4 will ccmtinue beyond that time. She 
takes the liberty of retaining his small volume, in 
which are much of the feelings and imaginations of 
a poet, till Monday morning, when sihe Wl restore it 
to the autbor, with- many thanks. . 

He enjoyed life when among co^ei^onding natures ; 
he pursued the path most suited to himself, without 
declaring it to be the best for others. He was a little 
hUrd, perhaps, upon the erTdrs that belong to vanity 
and conceit, not to those that have their source in 
great natures /and generous thoughts. Among his 
characteristics, was a j^ofound admiration for England. 

His own country he half loved, yet half disdained ; 
he loved a republic, yet '^ disliked the mob. He could 
not bear that the i^noranf arul ilKterate should ruk; 
he subscribed to no aristocracy' but intelligence dnd 
intellect. I am reminded if a conversation that took 
place (some time after our marriage) between my 
husband and a man who boasted of family distinction. 
"For myself," said he, " I could riot be j^roud of a pe- 
digree, but of some historical quarterings in my an- 
cestry, of the blood of Scholars, that runs in my veins, 
li is the same kind of pride that an Americail may 
feel in belonging to a country that has produced a 
Bryant and a Halleck.** He never felt that vulgar 
pride that disdains a waYit of birth in others, and he 
cared not whether his friend or his wife were de- 
•cended from a queen or a peasant. ^ 

8* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

f 

MoiTTBs p&ssed away, ancl our young poet fouud 
himself delighted and caressed by all into Ti^ose soci- 
ety it was his good fortune'to mingle. He pablished 
his tour in Europe, and contributed the £g-ticles to 
a literary periodical then edited by James G. Brooks, 
Esq«, in New York. In his remarks on England* per- 
haps he was just ; and though he>admired m,any of her 
ipstitutions, loved her antiquity, her literature, and 
9^stem, whichds so perfect, he could not refrain frongi ex- 
pressing his. abhorrence to the conduct of the clergy, 
their indulgei^cies, and. want of religion; perhaps, in 
this respect, he carried his feelings too far ; h!e tooked 
for, and expected too great perfection in men, who 
possess dispositions in comn^on with mankind. He 
contrasted the meirits of the clergy of both- countries ; 
he could not find abroad, the self-sacrificing, spiritual, 
and moral men, that as a mass characterize t)ur. na^ 
tion. Upon this subject he expressed liim^elf too freely* 
It was his practice through life to disclaim openly 
against imposition, from howev^ir high a source. This 
frankness, withput Judgment, led him into many diffi- 
cultieil, and was the primary cause of creating to him- 
self, eiarly in life» many enemies. 

From England he went to France. He made his 
abode for a short time in Paris ; here, liis feelings 
oadei^went another change. Paris is a delightfbl 
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place to thie gay and idie ; but to the literary man* 
Paris is not e^iual to Bngland, or Germany. There is 
too much of the iBippant, and not enough of the grave* 
to interest, one whose feelings were sad in the sun- 
shme/axid gay in storms. In the midst of the rev- 
elries, and gayeties that suiroUAded him, when his 

f 

heart Was weighed down in the scale, it was his mind 
that-restqrcfd the balance^ ' r 

His prineipal letter^ of introduction were to Mr. 
J^mes /-Brown, oUr- amiable and excellent Minister 
Plenipdtentiary to Frsemce, and the goDd La Fayette ; 
by them he was* received in a kind and hospitable 
manner, and in company with our distinguished dra- 
matist^ John Howard Payne,^ attended several fites 
given by Mr. Brown, at^ the ^palace of Luxembourg. 

The love La Fayette bore our young" American is 
affectionately expressed' in- several' letters in my pos- 
sesion, thuit were -sent to him while a resident in 
France. 

From Paris, he went to Versailles, and had his suite 
of apartmei^ts oppositcthe Palace^ The scenes of ter- 
ror th€tt>Wer6 enacted during the terrible revolution of 
France, and overthrow of Louis XVL, were subjects 
for his imagination fkndpen^ 

^ What a luxury 'is tiler e in that first love of the- 
muse ; that process by which we give a palpable 
form to the beautiful dreams which have flitted across 
Rfil$ the inspiration which we invoke in the sanctuary 
of our still cloi^ets, with the wand of the 'simple pen P 
While in Versailles, he wtote " Pere La Chaise,'' 
and ** Westnunster Abbey ;" two of his most admired 
jriieces. 
At Versailles he Qontinu^. to write. The seeaery 
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around, and the quiet, harmonized with his feelings 4 
he read and thought much* Removed^ at a distance 
from Paris, where dwelt many.of his American and 
English friends, he lived alm^ost in solitude, so fiaur as 
familiar companionship is co2|oeFp6d« His ideas and 
memories now crowded thick ii^on^him^. 

A short time })reyious to-hii^ journey to Europe, h» 
formed an attachment to a: young lenAsf residing in a 
small town called Derby,, near New^ H&ven. I bie- 
lieve it was recipipcdte^ on the part of 4;he lady, hut 
an unfortunate engagement to a. relative of her namcv 
prevented their union. This Was ^ severe and bitter 
trial ; he strove to co9cejal» though he could, not con- 
quer the emotion ; ttndlike ailment He loved moreyhe* 
cause the ol^ject could not be obtained. Tlh» imtngB. 
of his favorite pursued, it haunted him, it came. on 
him^ unawares,; in solitude,^ in crowds^ . It was ibfit 
youthful and luxurious bloqm of pure and holy thoughtr 
which is the first blossom of genius. Struggle ^lier 
struggle ensued, and time only served to engravemore 
deeply th^ ineradicable impression* Bq was strong. ili> 
the belief that if he returned to Anaerioa, and found 
the lady unmarri^ he shoi^ overooiua every jMunder. 
that might, exist to their union. , 

With this intenti6n» f<Nrgetting for a season his high 
cuid noble purposes, he insisted upon ieavii^^ Ffanee^ 
and immediately took passagi^ and returned to New 
York, in July,^182& He soon ascertained that tho 
young lady was married^ but /^ver forgot his firsi 
romantii^ passipn. # 
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CHAPTER ,V. 

It IB die eon(eoq>lation o£ a diffmnt seene tbattlie 
eoiane of theadt^r's life now conditets us. On his 
vetara to hi8*iiaUve IttUd,^ vmt greeted, applattded, 
flattecedy' and oocueted, until the novelty had paiftsed;^ 
by his .coantryitten, and comttrynivomeiL He had 
aphieved hmioi^ tlmt could not be eonftrred oti hihi 
at home ; for* alai!, the ^AmencanB are a earn, not a 
fraud peopte* They - see wi£h Other people's eyes, 
hear .with other people's eaFS,. decide with' other peo* 
1^'s judgment, and parrot forth other people's 6pi*' 
ttions. - 

I lore my ooimtry, Aough-I regret tbe< wani of inde* 
l^eadMicff, character, and manner of the Americans. 
Well wonid it be for ns to vie with England in prizing 
what is really valuaUe at home^^; this -we can do, 
withoat depreciating the good dist comes from abroad. 

'As^ soon as our antbdr had^-exchanged the usual 
gmetings timt pass between young men and their 
oompanionsy he began .to feel, At the early age of 
tn^enty-two, a disappointed ami desolate man. It is 
trae he had a mother, alkd though her affeotioHs we're 
ceirtered in this only childv she had no knowledge of a 
proper conrse neeessory to bepunmed in hisiiomejttced- 
nealion. Instead of enltiYating in .his mind a manly 
and independent spirit, she 'songlit and succeedi»d in 
impMimfrhun,^ftott a ehUid,that he was utterly help- 
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less^ aad dependent entirely upon her exertions. Had 
he possessed a guide from his youthy to have instilled 
in his mind that confidence ia himself, which, makes 
even the boy manly and firm, he wpuld undoubtedljr 
have mixed with the world, and occupied himself with 
the aims and pursuits of others. - 

Why is it that poets^ must be children ? Why? but 
that he who- c&stpensQS hi» gi^ does not prefer to 
shower them all updn one head. If it w^re possibte 
for men of genius to have, intimate knowledge of xtifm% 
as well as nature^ to idealize 'flesh, and blood, to 
leave^ the skies and Btars, and become familiar with 
tnuiesmen and /merchants, their way in life would be 
less solitary — ^prejudieeis and envies ^ould die off-; 
they would find in the deep hea^ of thJe^world sympa> 
thy with their motives and career. .Some coarse and 
homely pursuit of practical life, would leave their 
minds repose, while it would bring vigor anti health 
to tixeir bodied, and render thought much less painftd. 

As I have said, the author began to feel a disap<^ 
pointed, and solitary man. « He had in hihi a. spirit of 
emulation — scnnetimes exasperated by the sarcasms 
of foes, 9it others dLeeredrJt>y.t1ie appliauseof friends: 
The desire of fame was: getting, to be the habit of his 
^existence. With what he had written he was dissat- 
isfied. Whai in these seasons of despondency, he ielt 
tibiat his frame, could not support his mind^ that lie 
could no longef execute what he conceived and de* 
sired. * 

Almost immediately upon h^ return to New York, 
he published a volume of Poems, entitled^*' The Sistefs 
<^ Saint Glara^' a tale of Portugal^ written while a 
FMlifent at YersaiUes. 1W •edition, was^ small, and jw 


Urn not ^nbraded among his later pablicatkniByit has 
been seldom seen» or read. Hie poet^s high regard 
Mid veneration for the learning and liteniry i^itain* 
ments of Mr* Everett, then a professcNr in Gamfaridge 
University, induced him todedicajte to him this poem. 
The foUomng letter "^iras the. reply from this distio- 
gnished person, : ^ 

CAMnoMtt, Felrany 9, 18S6. 

DsAE Sia:-^I reerived a'short time sioee^ your po- 
Mto le^er^^and. aft er w nfer ds , the ppem you were good 
-enough to send me. Numerous avocations of a na- 
ture to leave' nje searee any leisure, have, prevented 
my earlier Iteknowledgemeiit ot your attention. I 
cannot but be flattered at this public mark of respect 
which you have done me the honor, tp pay me, in the 
dedication of yottr poeui, and wish it were In my 
power, in anyway that could show my proper sense <^ 
its value, to requite this compliment! fVom any public 
tribute to the merit Of your pnoduction, yon have fairly 
disp-bled me ;^ as I could gain no credit for ^i^terest- 
edness in 6ommending-a poem, to which my own name 
is thus honorably appended. I must content myself, 
therefore^ with |)rivately saying to you, that ** I have 
read it,** (namely, the Sisters of Saint Clara,) ^ witii 
great interest. The 'story is excellent, the incidents 
brought out with skill, tte versification easy, often 
highly so, and the range of poeticid iihagery^de and 
lofty." I have never "been in the-habit^pf addressing 
^hose of my friends Who have thought it worth while 
to ask my opinion, to look to poetry as a means of at- 
taining all the objects wluehy in your letterr you intf- 
mate that you are bound to pfurstoB. A professional 
career of^ wme kind, is certainly, in this country, & 
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tetter Mioiiree. Had yon notiung in view but -poetl* 
oal fame, I think you lukve given dxiiidMit proof, ui 
tliifl and yotnr earlier-^fforts, of being able to attam^^ 
gratifying ehare. ' 

Rene^ng my thanks ton your pdito attentions, and 
with the asaoranee^lhat it "wwiid give me- pleasure ta 
be of service to you, 

lam, dear sir, 

Yot^obiiged sefvant,' 

EkiWAnn STtavrr. - 
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Jv is qfake impofusible- to tm6«, step bf step, IIm 
kMsUtoalKif die life of one eo franglil with ohiuigee: 
I l^eve that |Nurt of biography wla<^ would fai* 
teveat the moBt, isgelieirally omitted. ^ llioiight, hope» 
sorrow, fear« how prolix would they: be, if ^ey ml^t 
each tellthittir hourly tale I Alas I our most accurate 
eonfessioBs are a most miserly abridgment of a hmv 
vied and oonfttsed siunmaiy/' 

b was abpat three weebs after the arrival of Mr. 
FairAeld finqm-E^rc^ie^ vs/ben he ac<sdentally met me at 
a smalt party at the house of a young friend I then had; 
rending at Jersey G^. We met ; two little wcnrds, and 
yet i^nfw mofirf vabtmes^ do they suggest to my eare-w<vii 
and tfoubled faeaiH. A few brief years have passed 
siaeeilhat event fojoad me» on a hrigfat and sunny after* 
noon, haw g^y and happy, few noW can know, for tike 
eompamans<>f my ohadfeoo*, BOAtty of ^ihenuhave gone 
to that sleeps whidi knows uo. waking/' I have still 
sweet vinous of those lost and dim remend>ered dayi. 

The time sped rapidHy the &w days that intervened 
eee the propotol wast^ade, and th^ day s^ppointed for 
the manrtacpe cerelaeny-H^ecohd only in solemnity to 
the burial service, t0 which it is i^eff a preliminary 
September 20tb» 1M6, we ii«rer6 wedded in New 
Bnnswiek, New Jelvey. 

il(^«uiide]i naineWMfVaiee. lijr^aiher fwe do 
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flceiided from the Scotch ; our -^iicestors dwelt amoBf 
the " bank$ and braes " of that beautiful and romantio 
country. Of my parents I have mtich to be proud. My • 
fSskther was never the proprietor \of large possessions ; 
he was celebrated fiur ind^try^Ji-ug^lity^ and a ^high 
regard lor honor and honesty ; a^ supporter of indej^n- 
d^nt principles^ and valued himself, on independence. 
He was a ,democi:at afb^ the *' old so^ool." Washing* 
ton was never more loyai in hi^k>ve for hii( country* 
He died in October, 1844, in the seventieth year of his 
age* His career .was closed cts jan honest iTlanr— '' the 
noblest work of Qod." .. . v 

Of my beloved mother, who still survtyes^ior all 
her maternal love, I retain a- spirkual mcfmoiy. She^ 
indeed^ has be^i my good togel ^ how^often, in seasons 
of son:ow« have I eontemplated her .blesseftforxn, that 
by tha rays.of s<mie .flickering light, seemed to bend 
over her desolate ^ild* With a heart full of tender* 
nessy she has ever been jready to sacrifice; herself, for 
the go0d4)f others. She is.^by nature religious, pos- 
sessing all the graces of mind and^pekson. Few^ wo« 
men more deservedly merit the title of gentlewoman. 
I firay death may not soon dissolve, this tie. . , 

I must now beg.pardon of die |>ublic,if u^.ike future 
I am found sometimes making mention of mys6l£ 
Here, the task^f pleasui^-writing ceases. The future 
is fraught, not with fancies, or shadows ;. but realities* 
if told, would seem falsehoods. Indeed, I am at a loss 
to knowif it would not be. as well to con^pEience *with 
a history of myself, «ince &om my early marriage, cir» 
cumstancesy {notchoicef)4Hade me the actor. 

In literature, as in the arts and sciences, we see much 
toadiiufel It i&^aUied to struggles, -poverty and per* 


secution ; and therefor^ its votaries suffer iriore keenly 
Irom family alliances. .Woman is made a dependent 
being, and loses her attractions when employed in 
masculine avocations; and nothing brings a man so 
soon into contempty^as a dependence upon Woman f<xr 
support. I am convinced that a man ought never to 
attempt with literature alone," (especially in this 
country, where the literati are beggar^,) as the mere 
provision of his daily bread. ' The pursuit of fame is a 
purstiit apart -from the ordinary objects of' life, and it 
IS impossible to command the enjoyments of both ; fblr 
this reason; the poet should be wedded to the objects 
of his affection, namely, the muses; 

Our fancy for each other was unequivocal ; how 
strange it is,-1;hat melancholy men are often capti* 
vated by the "gay and vivacious girl— thus mafch^s 
are made by the young and thoughtless, from men 
mentary impressions, instead of profound and passion- 
ate sentiment, which We can only derive from a per- 
fect knowledge of each other^s minds and hearts. 
What a magic there is in that love which brings re- 
, spect,— -a sort of attachment that is abiding, honest, 
generous and intense ! 

Immediately after our marriage, my husband fixed 
his residence ill Elizabethtown, a few miles from the 
home of my parents ; he did so, with a desire of form- 
ing a Classical School for young men. His leisure 
hours, he determined to devote more eagerly to study, 
and the pursuit of fame. We had not lived out the 
honey-moon^ when one of those occurrences so common 
to genius broke forth. The officers, for d,ebt, levied on 
our household effects, and, though the ivan was small, 
the ifnoney to liquidate the amount could not be ob* 
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tstned^aad in ^9 abort ^am of tbrw wedsiy «ir 
joittt poflBessioDS were sdid under the aheriff'a bam* 
Bier. Under this mortifying affliction, and bidfore my 
husband ooold execute the^ plan he had fi^rmed of 
QStablidiing a school, he was forced to reljoqaish m» 
sitnation, (for vilhige seandal and village gossip jMre- 
pimderated») and retu|rn to New Y^A» After passing 
a few days amoiig his friendiiy he decided upon making 
hisulitii^ State his hmiie ; and^ in the month of No- 
vember, scarcely two imwtihi^ after our marriage, we 
amved in Boston. Here, he eagdily. sought ^pquaint- 
ances .among the editcMrs of works who paid for oonfn- 
butions-^hough the sum was always inadequate to 
SH^ly his daily wants. Al^s I for the po^ bard, he 
had not.thal; readiness of respuroea— <that faculty with* 
out which mtm has no indejfendenbe from the wo^d. 
He seemed always to sidRn* from a-painfisd fastidious- 
hess he felt when addng for his own. He possessed 
an unaccountable reluctance in all business miattens ; 
he would often make his mother the bearer, of his 
despatches, and her verbal messages back would not 
always l^aye his mind unprejudiced. Upon examina- 
tion, however, he found he was not the olgect of dia- 
like^ but bis want p£' knowledge of discernment ; he 
waited addres8^-4hat sort of suavity which would 
barve enabledlum to retsuinihe ftidof other? while in 
a state of dependence^a ceirtain manner which wins 
its ^ay into the hearts of aU« 

How ^e it. is ^at children putch not Irom their 
parents, coily, but from those they most see, and lov- 
ing most, mosrt imitate in their tender years* 

Wedss and .m<toth« parsed away, 41^ broi^bt with 
tibsm snangr unwekome events whioh would be in 


nompatjlile to relate ; aod ifliueht4C«v^ kliawii, noil 
b^ written by a mon ijigpeffgionfttg biographer than. I 
feel myself to be» 

WeH would it be fo9 ii8» if indeed the mind eenld 
ffofit .by *^the wrciidui of every paation ;" for then 
oould we measure our road to ^wifldbin by the sorrows 
we had borne. 

Time passed on« .1 endeavoi^ed gradually and 
silently to reconeile niyself to my lot; often weeping^ 
ia solitude that our mairiage .Was tiot blessedw ^ 

My poor iiusbaud seemed eondemned to a mysteri- 
ous cbstmy ; he had few friends noyf^ and having 
really strong affections, he.ielt keenlyt but rather with 
resentment dian grief. Instead of mouniiiig 6ver cau' 
m9f he nioumed over /act9--4ie blamed fate, not him« 
self. With the f<4Uesof hra mother he was well ac» 
quainted^and tlu>ufl^ be did ttot doubt her love* he 
8U£qpeeted her want, of judgment, and pride of charao- 
ter-T-yet continued through life subject to her controL 

Deprived of Ins father^s care from infancy, having 
little or no intercourse with children of his own age, 
and taught tp act under his mother^ diplomacy, with# 
her favours constantly dinned into Us ear, no wonder 
he grew up solitary, unsocial, and imperious. 

J'or the short time he lived in Boston, he wrote and 
thought mpch* Some of his poetry c<mtains the soft- 
est sentiment. He had but < one fault; he. pondered 
too- much on his mortifications and ill-utoge. Like 
Byron, he would. feeL morose:to all who did not sym- 
pathize with his own morbid fancies ; and leave his 
best friends to write a poem on solitude. It is thua 
the poor author sighs for renown, to purehase shad- 
ows at a high^riee; E^pring was advancing, and the 
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poet found himself and family without hairiness ot 
home. The proposal was made, atid badk dgain from 
Boston to New York wandered the desolate steps of 
the child of poverty and sornlw. 

It^wason a cold and stormy afteMoon,'he set out on 
his journey fhmi Boston to Roxbury, "without bidding 
adieu to friends, for whom my heart stiH cherishes' a 
fpndness — on -foot, ' without meatus, . through one of 
those dreary New England sriows,'my husband led 
me. We stopped ii.t a Comfortless inn uutil the dawft of 
morning. From this, place we took the stage to Pro- 
vidence ;^ there he left me among strangerd,to remain 
until he could send me &e means to return to New 
York.- ■•!-••'.-•"' '••-'•' 

At length came .the time that we wei'e again uni- 
ted ; hope once more cheered my heart. I never 
doubted my husbahd^s determination and desire to do 
something that- would j^ce him in an independent 
position. He laboured- industriously^ with his pen; 
but white engaged in writing ^h atticle which would 
bring the sum often dollars, perhaps his' bills amount- 
^jd to twenty. . It >vas ever thus with him ; the offi- 
cers in quest of their booty, frightened and alarmed 
yUm ; and before he could obtain the means to defray 
Jiebts, with, as -he thought, but one alternative, he 
would leave the place he was iii, and plunge into a 
similar dilemma. - 

After the lapse of a* few weeks, my husband con- 
sented to a request which I had frequently made, to 
permit me^to return to my friends until he should fix 
himself in a condition for a comfoitable and inde« 
pendent home. 

Por liiis purpose, h^ Wrote frequently to Mr. Daniel 
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Bryan* ^en a resident and post-master at Alexandriay 
Dktlict of CoMimbia, who obtained a situation. a3 
t^adier of a small school in Gharlestown, Virginia ; 
worth, perhaps, about four hujtidred dollars a year ; 
not half a support, but which the poet accepted until 
something more lucrative should .offer. In the month 
of J^y he set off upon this new adventure. On 
Teaching Alexandria^ he was solicited to remain at the 
house of his frieiid. Mr. Bryan had written some po- 
etry, and I believe valued himself as an authoh It 
was not long before the two friends quarrelled ; and 
though they parted apparently amicable, the breach, 
as the sequel will show, vr^ final 

On his arrival iii GharlestoWn, he was introduced 
to a Mr. Galaghep,.thc^ then editor of a small- weekly 
village paper in that place. The mind df the aftithor 
was ill at ease when he discovered that the place pre- 
pared- for his reception was a log house several miles 
from the town^^nd distant a mile and a half from any 
tiwelUng. Although the.wbrld ^as hateful to him, 
this was a little too much solitude. He determined 
at the end of the quarter to remove to Harper's Ferry 
— not &T di^t^nt from the place he was now in. He 
informed Mr. Gralagher of his disgust for the- ph 
gave up his school, and left. 
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H4UitP|aE^'0 FisiAT is kapwu as one of the most beau^ 
e|fal and romantic places «aa the American ecmtinenti 
The gorgeous monntains oh either side of the bea^nti^ 
tiful Shenandoah^the ragged rocks oi^ which, ypu 
i^ndf from their immense height, to vi^w the pe^neii 
below, around and ahoye^ all a^ted as a cl^in to his 
fAthnisiasti6 a^d ima#ini^tive miiid* 

He sow found himself the favouritt^ of Ae. peoplci^ 
0e hud a winoiitg maiiiier, if act to. persons* to chiK 
dffeai he wastheiiia^esp^ ^haps»froin his own friend^ 
)e8% and solitaiy bcq^hpod. ^ncouri^ed. ta hope for 
sno^^ssn he did net fail to nse all his energiesi and in 
a fi^W weeks obtained the principal pnpilcr in the. placf^ 

Jost as he^ had fonned ius thoughts aiid hopes ifor 
sme^ss'^^is health, a^uMiys impaired, becaiuse always 
pfeyed npen by a nervous and feverish spirit — tieea^e 
visibly affidoted; and at the tesioaiM^iW of tlM^ 
months, a fever set in. The pbysicianc^ were sent fef § 
they decided that the climate was injurious-^that ja 
northern atmosphere was most conducire to his health. 
A faint flush passed over his faded cheek, as he turned 
away with a deep sigh; and a chill linking of the 
frame, saying, " Am I never to have cL home ?** 
. While yet an invalid, and before he was even in a 
atate of convalescence, he left Harper's Ferry, and ar^ 
livad in PhUadelphia late m the fall of 1838* Weary 


woin, ftnd sad» his Artut satisfaethm ]|>ecttrae rmm^hi 
with Anxiety^^he had for a long, time b^n estranged 
frmn his literary frieiids» and the state -ot literature in 
that city. He determined, howevert to prepare his 
poemsy and publish a volume of which he might feel 
proud. He felt quite sure that fate could not present 
to him visions darker pr mora terrible :than he had 
already felt. Alas ! he had sciurcely ccHnmenoed the 
orde^ through which 'he weusi about to pass. 

In thia^new publicationvhis nuM{t sanguine hopes 
wsere realized. AH things for a time seamed to pros- 
per. ^/ The Cities* of the Plain," the poem that gained 
him a reputation . in England, with some of his best 
fugitive pieces, was aboiit to be republished in this 
country. Just, at this pe^riod, when his ^rtunes seem* 
ed to brighten up, he met accidentally with a volume 
of poems,, the author of which was his professed 
friend, Mr. Bryan. The remembrance of the old feud 
was still fresh in his mindr ; he sought, perhaps, this 
opportunity for retaliation, and ^'Te^ewed his ene^ 
ray's book.^' The review was a terrible sarcasn|r—the 
ri^cule was more.pmnted on some stanzas that weiy^ 
composed oh La Fayette's return to France frpm a 
visit to Anierica, : ^ 

As we, afe s<)aietime8 punished in this life for ow 
]iidiscreti<»is, so the poor poet suffered. for this« Mr. 
Galagherr the person^ formerly mentioned, residing m. 
Chartestowii, Virginia, and edit<Mr of a paper, was an 
^squaintance and correspondent of Mr. Bryan. "So 
soon as ih6 review reached them, they conferred to- 
gether, and adopted a plan wUch fhey thought would 
fbrevvr crash ihe destsoyer of their ^/Smte. Thay 
piivtod lasge faMd4>ilhi, ^iriiich ^trtjr paclml » 
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and sent throughout the <^ountry, with direclicHis U0 
their agents to be posted up in every public place. ^ 

It is unnecessary to observe that this sheet con 
tained falsehoods^ of the deepest dye. How this at 
fair affected the feelings of the poet, is better iiQagift 
ed than described. 

So strange a compiound is human nature, that &lse> 
hoods, when uttered in a bold and daring inaniier, 
have their i^ifluende among the best df men. ^This 
slander created a fearful revolution in ^he* poor ma;n's 
destiny — and poetry for once served as a ^material by: 
which he obtained for himself Hnd his family their 
daily bi^ad. . • . . 

It was at this brisis, friendless, broken- in spirit, 
sutikeh in despair, that Geoj^e-D. Prentice, Esq^came 
out at once, and forever his friend ; and in ^a paper 
he then edited in Hartford, avowed himself as such^ 
This attachment was unbroken ; they lov^das bro 
thers, until the day gf the poefs death. .. 

I desire as mixeh as possible to avoid making raeiio 
tion of myself. I do not wish to be thought egotis- 
tical, or take to myself any ra(erit at the expense of 
hindi who can no longer speak for himseif. But as I 
sit alone, late at night, with the impressions of the poet 
before me, I turn my eyes inward^ and- awake to the 
im^ression^^ngraved there, I feel the bitterest droft. 
of the fountain of sorrow, not for myself, only, but fcnr 
him who sleeps -to wake no moye.- . 

Men may talk of heroism, of battles> fought and 
won. . Thejseenes and sufferings of woman which we 
daily witness, wotild shak'ethe courage and prostrate 
the energies of a thousi^d Napoleons. She cannot 
#lolhe herself in armour, or rush in biirtlk^ ; her panoply 
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ifriBmkiiesSy patience^forbearaBoe, perseTeranoe, lonrnt 
the last of which will enable her to sustain povertyt 
^ oj^r^ssion, impocdtion, hanger, thirst, and all the eom- 
plieated evils to which, aJlone, and wiihaut remedy f poor 
woBQ^ is subject. - .^ 

As tha young mother turns to, her infant, and forgets 
in its mdles her sorrows, so did I find elysium amid 
all Jhy trials, in the love I felt for my first sweet child. 
Oh ! bovf f effect isJhm hope M^ith which the mother in 
her ^moments of. deq[>ondency looks forth to the period 
when her child wilL sypipathize in all the trials she 
has endured and ^known. This event, which gave new 
ijoopolse. to my feelings^ created little or no chafige in 
the mind of hiy husband. In his extreme anguish he 
Wouldadmit of no palliative; he converted his sor- 
rows into extreme- wo.* , He could be severe on others, 
but if ther same^ev^rily.was exercised towards him, he 
fek it too ]^eenly to benn He could not laiigh 4>ver 
his iU^fortunes.' . Ah I could he haveiione this— difier- 
ent, how difiierent, would have been his fate, and the 
fate of his children \ . , ^ > . 

The poem be ^had published was reviewed by the 
editors, many of whcNii were his enemies, virho spoke 
> favourably of his genius^ Upon the reception of the 
work ampng his litecaiy admirers* he received ma^y 
letters t^ commmidation ;. a few of which, it gives me 
pleasure to stibjc^. . . 

N«^ VORir* Maidi 13, 1838. 

DEAft Sim': On Monday last I had the pleasure of 
receiving your letter dated the first ^ instant, but 
pipst^mai^ed the eighth. The volume • you mention 
as accompanying it^ has not reached me. I have 
teU^ at the poifiofiiQp for. it several times, bit in 
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vvdii I and hmm ^elayad mritiilg jtm ^ ^ImhAp^riimi 
it woatd be Imught me bj some prifVati^ cdnveyattoe.. 
Will y^ii do Bid (hb fiiToar to ibftfcm me If it is in 
ttmuk and if so» t0 ^vriMta I 8haU apfly for it 7^ 

I regret that' you do not yet believe in the phqunely 
9i laagUag at '^ tfta ttings^and arf^amt ofjmtra^^oim^for' 
teas, fte efpire$$ing wrtng^** eto^ etc. Ifea ibrget 
^at they are ateeag th^ ^ ilb that JBesh is heir to ''-^ 
a 9M of iiiheritteoet by the %ay, irtdy damoeratiesl 
in its 14WB of eataihnbatv and iio4 cQUflMd^ta eldar 
btodlerti 

Yotirs, Y«fy tralyv ^ -^"^ 

^ Ft^^^GMsra HAiiLiaa. 

S; L. PiAttViafeB, BtK}. ^ 

HwTem A|ia90il8St 

DtM Ski 1 Bmui^^orgiTe my negUgeiice in jiot wri« 
ting yoa ere this in ai^swer to your former' letter, ami 
trending you my beart]^ thanks for the v«dume of 
poems. I have perused the most <rf them^ and ea»< 
truly say I hare been highly delighted. 

ThiB *" Cities i>f the Piaiii " k a rabhme cmnposi|ion 
<^t is your best; All that is beautiful in Hdmer fies 
in those descriptions that are grounded on probability ; 
in the delineation of oharaetov^ a clear pereeptiou ^ 
moral worth* of personal beauty, nMionai rights, and 
national traits of govenunejit, histcNry, arts^ etc.; etiK., 
togedier with a beautifi^ description of the natural 
teenery of the earth, seas, and sldeji^ as presented to the 
eye. And .what is beautiful m the Iliad, is idso beai|talfiU 
in die <' Cities of the Plain"— is ^e lijt .md wul pe- 
letio in Bums, and the pure apirii of Byrcm. > • 

file «" Sisters of Saint Clara'' |i a most ex^iiiite 
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piece ; you have been very happy in tius. As a whol^t 
it pleases me better than the ^Cities of the Plain.'' 
With^ great delight^ I have several times strolled 
among the tombs and mighty arches in ** Westminster 
Abbey*" .You have. really made me love to wander 
tbf re. But oh 1 I would that the luames of tyrants 
and wicked impostors were blotted out) and the mau- 
soleum left sacred to.geniux and virtue. 

** To Clara^*" is ax^harming production. It possesses 
that chaste sentiment and pure flow of a noble soul^ 
to which every heart imbued with generous and hu* 
mane fe^linga cannot fiul ,to respond. 

, Truly yours, 

JOHH F&A2BS. 
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Mt Dbaa Priwd : I hasten to acknowledge the re* 
ceipt of a volume of choice poems from you, and re- 
turn you^my most hearty thanks for the distinguished 
favour you have conferred on me, in the dedication. 
If ever I have eiyoyed pure intellectual happiness in 
the woild» it has been in those tooments when, retiring 
from the cold mockeries of hieartless intercourse with 
business-doing jtnen, I have . simrounded myself with 
the images of those friend^ of my 4)ospm whom for- 
tnne^had taken away. from me, and of whom only the 
remembrance was left^ To recall their images, to en- 
joy in fancy their.society, a^d to believe they sometimes 
thought of me, has charmed^ away the bitterness of 
many a lonely hour« And if ever I received an evi- 
dence, high and indisputable, that I had a friend in* 
deed, it is. the evidence, diis la«t evidence, I have re- 
ceived frcmi you. But still» when I open ypur book 

'4 
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and read that dedication, ciotbed as it is^ *' in thoughts 
that breathe, and woMs that bum," one painful emo- 
tion steals to my heart?— how can I ever requite the 
favour—how much has niy friend mistaken the worth 
of him on whom his obligations are conferred. 

You know not the M^orthlbf the favour you have 
bestowed. Had you dedicated' yeur book to wealth, 
all-powerful gold might have -thrown wide open to it^ 
author the road to fame ; or to ' some colossus of lite- 
rature, and you would have gained a scarcely less 
powerful ally. "But. no- — ^youi* gift was laid on' the 
altar of friendship ; your disinterested nobility of soul 
sought no other — and all that friendship can I'epay, is 
this humble tribute of an overflowing heart, f thank 
you, Fairfield, and God is my witness thkt I most ear- 
nestly wish your sun may shine bri^ter and brightei 
till your glory is full, and that ^our name may go do#i 
to posterity with that of Milton, and Oowper, and By 
ron ; and if you rise in intellectual power from year to 
year, as you have risen heretdforcj my* wish will be 
gratified. 

I have read '^Mirfa, etc.!* severaltimes ahready. The 
dedication is admirable prose, and the dramatic sketch 
as admirable poetry. The story is simple and grand, 
and the style so chaste and unafiected that I thiiik, as 
a whole, it is quite equal ^to* the **^isters of Saint 
Clara,*^ though I have heretofore considef ed it as youi 
master-piece — and it certainly contains some passa- 
ges of surpassing beauty. I could wish that Mina 
had shared^ a better &te, but the regret that it awa- 
kens, only proves the -power of the' author over the - 
mind of the reader. The *• InvocatiaUf^ is full of fine 
ideas. I ne%:er read anything that l»>eathed more 
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•weetljr the tones of meIancho»ly music, than the line* 
oegtinning 

"* Bot, Holjf S3p]«it, r-faave Iwen the child' 
OfaMrow/'et& -. 

The Sonnet that follows, recalls the « Childe*' of By- 
ron, and touches the same strings that powerful mas- 
ter of the passions loved to touch. The IdeaJiBt is also 
tieaiitiful.- 

* **<'Oh ! how I We tbat tolitaiy tnmce, 

ThM deep ttphemrinff of the homm** tea." 

That last line is worth all the poetiy I have ever 
written, and I woold rSther be its author, than the 
author of some whole vcdumes of poems I could name. 
The Eioening SStor, however, is, in Mrs. Potts' opinion, 
one of the very best in the book — and I will not quantol 
with thiB authority ; I like it very much. Of The Rnvo- 
iuHtmist^zxiA th<$ Scripture pieces which follow, I think 
the general remark, that they sustain the character of 
the work, is i3ue. But I am strongly inclined to rank 
TTie Son of tfeniusSrst in^t^e book. - The regular meas- 
ure pleases my taste better^ and the steady flow of 
pure thoughts clothed in rich language, and intermin- 
gled with' just sentiments, claims, I think, the first 
hono^ — ^it is all equally fine. If any piece - disputes 
superiority with it, it is the Visions of Romance, and I 
confess that I am apt' to give preference to one and 
the other, MdlicheveiCl read'iast. 'The lines to Luzelle 
-^The Lay of the Cohnist—The H&ur of Death, and 
The Dirges ^,Te highly poetier, and do equal honor to 
the head and heart of the author. The Necropolis dis- 
plays a deep train of thought ; though I think yon 
rhyme it widi such facility that it often exceeds y6ur 
blank verse in mdlody And power. ' Consolation^ and 
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the Miami Monnds^ are sw^et poems; Wi^BkigmiM 
one of the sweetest Greek pieces I have read; I like 
it better than Broolc^'s. The Icist Sonnet, is unexcep- 
tionable. Indeed^ this volumo-<*-aBd the public bmlU 
confirm wha^ I say — this yolume Will carry yon a, long 
journey toward tl^e temple of your destiny* See i£ 
my words prove not pro|4ieticv 

is anything will ever induce mcsto pubHsh my tajee^ 
it will be the commendation th^y receive from men of 
ackno:wledgBd gemtts» like^yoafs^lf ; ,(a$ for poetry, 1 
must leave thiM fi^ld to ybu.) If ever I l^hould dolso, 
and advantages should result fiKMn it, I iAuciuld look 
upon it as new debtSvof^ gratitude due to yint for 
your kind introduetion of them to ilie {mbtioi th>on^ 
the medium* of a volume which bids fair to be as po{»- 
ular, as ** Mina, e^ ;*' and^ poor as is the return I am 
now able to make foi^ your gooduesSi. no future op- 
portuttity to make. Biv better will be neglected* dbould 
one occur. ^ 

: AcQept mya8spranceS;Of edndratioii and fri^ndahipt 
and my best wishes for your health and prosperity* 

. Yours, affisctionately, 

Stacy G. Pottji. 

SuvMSR Lniec«jr F^nuiSLi), Esq.,^ Baltimore, Md . 
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MvDBAsSHt: I have not forgotten yOiir-4 never 
change my opinions of my firiencb. for trivial causes* 
I did not ansyrer your .notd of last month, because I 
did not know where to direct the answer. It was 
dated at eiea,. and, though post^marked New York, I sup- 
posed it had been sent bai by a j^lpt-'boat. I watebed 
tbe pei»ei« t» see ^ notiee.^f your artival, for thejr 


mod to teU me of your mov raients, and the only mon- 
tioa I saw of your name, was from some of your old 
roomies at Bofton^ merely saying you had returned* 

I s)iould then have written, as i now do, promptlyt 
had I disco'vered yo|ir..resting*placet to say that it 
9e@iBs.tb me pne of the strangest things in the world, 
that you should 'have thus early returni^d from Eng* 
lapd, where all the papers stated you were on the high 
poad to. distinction. What evil star« my friend, con- 
tiolt your destiny 1 Do you helieye Milton or Byron 
eonld hav^ Hved by writing poems in A,merica? 
Kngland was^ your post i> 'and, in the. darii. as to .your 
rMMms though I aioit I think yaur return was unwise-^ 
and you wiil^ I fecir, tibiiik aq too, unless you have 
brought. with you a \de§ imbending spirit iha^^ yoQ 
took away. ^ 

Sinoe yd), have been in £^]popo» the only notice I 
kaye seen of you, witib the ei^oeption of a letter from 
London, i^hieh .spokjs Ughly of your prospects, was 
an angry one by Mr. Gainage. I e^qpected him here, 
and he promiscH^ in a note to oall upon me ; if he bad 
d<me so^. I intended to scold Ijim soundly for it. He is 
in New York, ai|d I hope you will not have aoy fur- 
tb^rmismide&standing^ with him. Thesequairel^ among 
poc^ are verj wrong 5 yo^ should aU be good friends 
and brothersr&nd pr^uie rather than out andslash one 
aaa^for. 

I read two or three of your lettcirs frosn London, 
and intend making extraots when I g^t the series eoni- 

i am upon llie eve of olt sing my litevary earner, if^ 
iiMJMd^ the life of * newq^apet e^to^ may bear that 
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tenn; and T believe iMs rather mth pleasure than 
pain. The strife, and chicanev and turmoil of a legal 
life, commences with me early: in the ^ring. I shall 
never write a. line of poetry, I hbpe, after I get my 
parchment. This kind of resolution is the moi'e- ne- 
cessary, as the country has n^ore good la\^ers than 
good poets— and a singleness of purpose, a devotion 
of soul and body,' is necessary to encounter the frown 
of foilitlne, and turn the current in one's favour. So 
I give you timely notice that after ^e first of May, 
your once honoured friend will know no more about 
Apollo and the sisterhood than the marble statue of 
Bums, which you may have seen if yo'u wont to Edin- 
burg. But; Fairfield, take care of the gentle creatures 
— ^I commend them entirely.. to voiir keeping ; and I 
assure you I feel a fatherly -or a brotherly care for 
their growth and welfare. . You; m^y still send me 
a song sometimes,' over the mountains' — and FU give 
an hour of pensive sadness, to the ** days langsynSy" 
at least. . -^ ,; ; 

But enough of this. We are journeying through a 
troublesome world, Fairfield,, and 1 hope you and I 
won't disagree by the way. .'I know you will tMnk 
less of me for my change of profession^ but I must pay 
this forfeit to all m^ old literary friends. However, 
be it as it may, let us all e^joy as much as we can of 
firiendshij[l, cherish the kindest feelings for-each other^s 
errors, and elbow our way tlm>ugh the worid as 
well as we can. Don't* write me any more lettem 
about '^ cutting acquaintance," etc., or let any notions 
of neglect tsreep into your head. ^I shaU always feel 
much interest in your welfiekre, and esteem your ao- 
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qoaintanoe and ccHrespondence an honor— 4liongli the 
press 4>f business now befSore me, will not fail to make 
me ik poor correspondent; 

May your n^me be immortal f 

6tac7 G. Potts. 

8: L. FAnunWiP, Esq. ^ : 
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CHAPTER Vill 


FoKTUNATKLY for tbe poet, Ms mind could reatet apOR 
pleasing oceasionB. The letters }ie had reoeived be*^ 
spoke the admiring s^zi^ialhy of the highest and the 
wisest. He loved admiration onfy whc^n it sprung 
from the most profound sources'^not the vulgar hom- 
age of pedants — the listless pn^seis df .literary h 
could not content the yearnings of his asmbitiolL. 
was too proudnn his temper, and too pwre id his 
bitiouy to ieel his vanity elated by sharing die enthu* 
siasm with the literary exclusives of his day. They 
even began to run down his works, because they did 
not fancy the author. He had Ijie intelligent^— the^ 
learned, among the people of bath counfri^s, to be his 
and^nce and judges. - 

As it is not my purpose to enter into elaborate des- 
criptions of his character,.! inust pass on to a few of 
the principal events ^of his . life, 

A few months after tbe publication of his last wcnrk, 
he ascertained diat there was « vacancy in the New 
town Academy, distant from Philadelphia about thirty 
miles. He busied himself at once iu obtaining the 
necessary credentials for this situation;, . Althou^ his 
friends w&re feW| diey were warm and enthusiastio 
in his behalil Among tl^em was the able and distin* 
guished advocate, David Paul Brown* Esq. This gen* 
tleman, though he pitied his infirmities, and mourned 
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tBfmr hto iUrfbrfettnes* admirod bis leaiiiiing aad geniost 
aad WM «ver readj to serve him. The iatrodueticuii 
tikat were given; and .the assaraaces of his high eapa* 
City to take eharge oi'tiie academy, ivere eofficient fof 
the trustees. He w|Hf cfhoaen, aii4 took immediale 
possessiobjof ^s iht^Qtioa* ^ 

71^8 was the most il&poriSaiit stalioii he bad oeca« 
pi^ The^ tnaUing was spacious, aad l>i:dlt for tlie 
aoebmniodationof its p^receptor and family. 1% stands 
upon a 1>eantifid eminence, OsatA of which is a lawn, 
and beI]3Bd a imge^aidea. 'Bib village, though small, 
ewtains fM^rsoiis of wealth and merit ; the society of 
tiiese, ^t Vas our good fortune for-a brief pehbd to 
enjoytr >Tw<r of; the pilncipai men that wete^oonneeted 
wvth the academy were- Dr. Jenks and Dr. Clordon ; 
the lattery whose Weal& was sufficiently ample to peiw 
mit him to rei^re, li^ed in a ch|u*iiiing and raral ilpot, 
distant a mO^ from our d wellii^. 

To th]» beautiful retreat my husband and myself 
delighted fireqtiently to wander. The doctor and his 
fiumilyiKMSsessed that quiet manner and bteriag wluich 
disCingtdshes the really w%U4irdd from the coaise and 
vulgar. With, the hosfntality and kLndaess 4f£ this 
family, he seemed once more consoled.; aud» so far as 
human foresight is permitted to judge, he felt certain 
that be was in a fair way to obtain (if not opulence) 
an independent Support. 

With his^leiiBure hours he cultivated his garden, and 
planted trees^ His mind became calm — ^his fteliags 
more tranquit a^d subdued as the spring ietumed» 
biingiiig its beauty and its bloom to chase away the 
sadness iand sickness «f the soul, that, thnm§^ aeasoas 
WHd, it had bean Mrs to bear 
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Woes ^nee borne become strange pleasures to tmr 
m&akory I The past has its romance, its <mellow lights 
and shades, soothing deep sadness like the -brightest 
hcfpe that bursts upon the future* He amused him* 
self with the cresi|;ions of his own &ney amid the pri- 
vations and sufferings oecasicmed by the unmit^ated 
malice of a host of enemies. . He sung of hc^es and 
fears, of loves and griefs, tOf^ find some <;oimterpoise 
to the struggles of a w<urld always ^m al]en-(beoai»e 
never understood) to his poeticalmind. ^ ^ . 

While a resident at Newtown, he ccanpiosed many 
pieces that ^e truly beautiful. What* can be more 
exqui^te poetry than his pieces^ To Clara?" Clara 
was his early iove ; and if We are to judge of poetry 
by the effect produced on the feelings — ^if it be to glow^ 
and tremble and weep, surdy this is poetry. Of bis 
works, which have been so oft0n printed and so eietgerly 
read, it is unnecessary to say much. All readers of 
taste and sensibility assign him a* pla^e among- the 
first poets 4if his country. When engaged in compo- 
sition, he mrrote rapidly, and was truly happy ; they 
were his on^ blissful hours'— hours of high tibougbt 
and silent intercourse 

" Widi the old seen and sages. When the soul. , 
" Walked solemnly beside departed bards* 

^nd lion-hearted matytn : and o'erveiled "^ - 
Forest, and hill, and vale, and rivule^ 
WiUi the deep glorioiu majesty of mind." .. 

hi these be courted the musesu andin these he found 
poetry to be its own reward. / 

In the quiet of village life, away /from scenes of tur- 
moil, strife, shd scandal, that he had endured during 
lis short stay in Philadelphia, he began to feel n^w 
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sMpinJAtms. Sometiiiie&; his intellect would semn be- 
nmnbed and laid asleep ; fL*\d that kind of praise tl|^ 
ha felt he meritedy prodaeed an ex^lMirdinacy reac- 
tion, from which his whole soul sioemed visibly aroused* 
. While thus influenced, he wooid reydve in his mind, 
the subject, and plot iw some hew and laborious work. 
Th^re was no end to the creations of his fancy while 
these moments of mspiration lasted;, ^ ^ 

. Well; would it be fot authors if they could hear 
.praise without bei&g dated — ^and ribaldry without, 
being deiNressed. The first is often bestowed, too pre* 
cq>itately, and th^ latter is so fidthless to. its- purpose, 
ihiskt it is often the index to merit in the present age* 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Tms poet loved ratiiqui^ylMt ,iiief«ly;lMm»T«r, 4a 
accotbt of its antfqvitfey; halt because it deeerves to be 
loved. Hifl^ aubjeet^ were welt dMMWSiit and adw^fs 
originai. ^ Some have affiseted aldisiiko tghui imritiiipi, 
who eou!d~iiot contend with him openly. As aeohol* 
ar^ he was profound-^^and thengfa he did not remain 
half his tefm in college^ he continued a stndent through 
Kfe. Memory was a predominant quality of his fine 
mihd. He was scrupulously exact in hjs. language 
in conversation as in writing ; when engaged in the 
former, he comknanded the admiration alike of the 
learned and the illiterate. Whatever were his faults, 
(and who among us are perfect ?) posterity mulErt; equally 
honour and reveire a man of hi& exalted talents. 

I think it is Bulwer who sayB» ^. Depend Upon it« that 
the Almighty^ who sums up all the good and aU the 
evil done by his creatures in a just balance, will not 
judge the august benefactors of the World with the 
same severity as those drones of society who have no 
great services to show in the internal ledger as a setter- 
off to the indulgences of their small VicesI" 

He began to form his materials for a. work he had 
for a long time contemplated. The subject was one 
that suited his genius; this poem is entitled ^The 
Last Night of PompeiL^ It was the grand and the 
ideal which appealed to hia imagimrtien« Thin peon- 
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li«r quality c^.hifl genius remained -wUk him xa^aair 
paired firom his youth to his death. 

He bad not written one caato-of this poem when a 
most melancholy catastrophe occurred to change his 
fortunes and bUght his prospects. - He had taken 
two young men to finish their education, who board*' 
ed in our family— nephews of' Dr. €rordon» whose 
parents re»ded in Philadelphia. The eldest brother* 
ah»ut nineteen, from his fine mind and amiable man- 
ner, won himself into, the affections of hiB. preceptor. 
They Etoon beeame vc<Maipanions in their rambles, and 
often repaired to a riv^r, distant about a niilefrom 
&e acad<»ny« to indulge in their fondness for bathing. 

It was on a fatal afternoon in the month of July, 
they s^t out in unusuai spirits to the river. They had 
not been, in long when young Strawbridge, (for tiiat 
was h» name,) was^seized with; the ^ramp,' and be- 
fore assistance could be obtained, he simk and per- 
ished. . ; . 

With mueb difficulty th'i&y succeeded to get my hus- 
band to shore. In the fiight and effort he mieide to 
save hk young pupil, he came near losing lus own 
life-^he was^^sarried home sensi^less. 

The next day he arose to struggle with the weight 
of sorrow and sadness within, and the gloom a^d des- 
olation of ail^things wlAout. The whole village was 
in a state of alarm at this unexpected event, and hun- 
dreds flew tp recover the body of this lamented young 
man« They found it about twelve o'clock the same 
night, and conveyed it to the house of his uncle; from 
thence, acciMnpanied by a train of broken-hearted re- 
la|ive% tl^ey bore him^ to his last resting^lltoe* 
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Kponi ttfis filial ooWMmmM^ am hime JinimBUB 
tary — ^the bell rai^^ »» ai0n» 4ha kowfartfcbool ; .bslb 
|MBU[«e0t8 aad chaJdrea ^eoned iodjpopessed iwith a sii|^r- 
atitiotts fear. Tke MbooJ wm Imlmi iqpi^aiid tbe 
aoademy deserted ; ^ the Mug and this vmny langk" 
had ceased in our dweUkig.. H^ mj tedmnd await* 
ed passive wider this new affliottoa fiur a. Htde tiiiie« 
the fieam that pervaded fais^wa lamd, suad the maids 
of the peopla, would ha^ ,»tbsided> Ha mudd aot 
beiir the a$pe$;t tha^ told of^Maal^H^ dsath* 

All kt^pertuai^ was vnai hft. iinfliistfd tmoe aabseoa 
Uyiatg his fortimei» in iN«w York. 

U would be a sickenLeig task to Retail at loagth tiba 
tajals and stsSerijogB of 1jb« ill-«tarred poet and his fam- 
iiydariag the two stu^eessive years* ^ Ha had beea so 
familiar With grief as to be^oome doll toe:^ry enjoy* 
moat httt wxkuig. Sad aod bitter ijaaanries vfmm 
eaaflUBMSig his onuiihood ; . even oitr fire-aiife ei^joy* 
ments, that usually have an indescribably charnii were 
intonrupted.^ He lamented the oaosef but ^eosdd never 
remene U. His mother, who felt as though his affile* 
tiens should be ^xehmvely confined to hoKr^aei^t ewst 
to sow disseni^on, iastead of the happiness and union 
of m both* A. ^ffi^eaoe of tastes, tcai^r% aad ^pin* 
ioo^, lad us 49ft«n into opposite paths. 

Whait a triumph awaits me here, if I were du^o* 
sed to. be viadictivo; how poor a thing, is ret^Uiatioii 
-*Hkt ts but a mamentapry and wrQtdml vietoijrto iSwai 
wbo sufiier &om wrong and pen^cution. 

iMy hiisbmid, dariiig his life, oftaa aj^pealed to sDa» 
if J sarvii^d him^ A;o defend his rapntatwi. Theibl* 
lowing littJofoaml Jmw tmassuwLMi^ 
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mmoaatmpmdiBg wiA tke remarks I iM^te jasT tnafe. 
It vrsm fmttMi in aat hour ^ 4eep domestie nutBetiMg. 

Oh I y/nlt thou weepjny injuted name« 

And bear^ie Btain ihnX nsBM mint htttt 
When I am iMtlDi«^ ittid fam*— 
' 4lid bbtlMi fin>a Ibi ttaqoB tbit wwBi ^ 

"WSt ihMi eApOQie ttigr viemotf, lo!m, 

Aod tropin tbf devotioh prioiie* 
'Mid ^oom'd deepair luid Bhunn'^ dugnwse ? . 

8p0«k t(Kmy hetft whila thus it j^aolii 

While thua it yearna o'et future hoiii%. 
Ere, dead to all its woesund wants, 

B dombeia in dUivioa'* boweiB !' 

• * ■ . '. . *. . . 

Oh ! ^or a name when I am dead. 

To tire 'QU life doCh cease on earth p 
For daqi^ ^tfiinqr tKJMin Med 

GBnce the Quiok noil <tfii7.¥rtlii 


inirn not away wMi fhat ivroight hrofr» 

.:A» I hlid owved a lawlew hxMPW 
Bat let thine eyes of beaiHgr now 
Beam like sweet stars at niffht'sstHl jioon I 

iM tdl me that ihy amile ahall be 

The sun of fame's midying flowers, 
And Life's will ^nceforth be to me 

Farliappier, bi%fater, benterlfoum. 

J 

r * , ' ■ • N- 

The affeotibtt of our tviro guileleiB dbUdrett-^Ai&gdb 
•md (areHevieye-Hieeaied to'hting badk to him the 
dtjfai of hjff own ypath* wKen with his little sister the 
hours qpHBd gayl}^ Their docile 40id generoos patuares^ 
their beaatifitl BGfwIky oi teaanfftertdheeeftily y^t never 
fitfid or unquiet, gladdened hun with its insensible con- 
tagion. He was an affectionate and devoted father ; 
he wgnld «ftea 8Bule« and ev4m laiaii^ whun Mmfing 
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with his children. Tc^ observe him at sueh times, wm 
like basking in the stmshine of 8<»ne happy sky. It 
T^as their innocence of experience, the^ir moral incapa- 
bility of guile, that charmed him, and drew him aside 
for a while from all that weariesr life. ^ It is these 
holy ties, and not the mocMng ceremonial, thalt alone 
render wedlock the seal 4hat confirms -affection; with 
these, domestic retirement Will not soon langoidh into 
wearisome monotony." 

Natures like his feel joy even yet more intensely 
than sorrow. During; the year that had already 
passed, he had been busy in writing the poem he he- 
gan at the time d the mournful event at Newtown. 
He wrote part of his. time' w;hile bolstered up-in bed ; 
for, since his arHval in the ci^, he had beeoi suffering 
onder the painftd effects of chiUs and fever. Instead 
of writing for fame, he began to feel the necessity of 
writing for money. It was a. cold and cheerless win- 
ter, upon the completion of the poem, that I proposed 
a journey with him to Boston to try my skill, for the 
first time, in soliciting subscribers to print .the work. 
I certainly thought it an undertaking, for' I knewthere 
was but one way to succeed^ in such ent^rinises; to 
visit gentlemen at their places of businesis, without 
respect to wealth or persons. We accordingly set out, 
and arrived in Boston in thd winter of 1829. 

The love I felt for my chfldren, (tiMe real objects^) 
gathered the scattcSred rays of llie heart into a focus, 
and served as an* impetus for new exertions; aiid, 
though I drettded the publicity aitd roughness with6at, 
I knew life would go on Bmoother and happier at 
home. 

My exertiotts and suooessln Bostcm necvateA to my 
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husband the mecuusfor the pqUicatiosi of hibl new 
poem. He returned delighted with the nobleness and 
gehei^osity of the . Bostoniaos. They are a good peo- 
ple, though a people of notions; and^ when tSey like, 
there are. none that caa e^Koelcthem in good actions. 

On our return to New Yo^k, ** Thfi Last Night of 
Pomi^eii " was piit>lished. This jNroduction he thought 
1^ best — ^it cost him much: labour and research. It 
was written two^ yeaiis in advance ^of ^Bulwer^s" 
noyelof the same title, and copies, sent him to lion- 
don; and no 4oubt served ihis beautiful writer in 
some of bis h^st descriptions. . Be that as it. may,; he 
had givea good evidence of talept; before this^ and no 
doubt, could haye done nearlg as well without the 
poem. ^ ♦ . 

. ** M<any subjectisf," it is well said by Dx. Johnsom 
** fall under, the coiisid<eratioii of an aatibor, which, be- 
ing limited ^ lutture^ceLn admit onfy of slight and ac- 
cidental diversities.^ The book of- Nature is open to 
allr and ip her pages therei ate no. new readingR. Alt 
definitions of die. saiue thing ^ust be neariy the same ; 
and descriptions wMch lure. definitions of a more lax 
and fanciful kind, ^ must always have, in some degree, 
that resjemblanoe to^each other which they aU have to 
tl^ir objeet." 

To the world I must leave this work to find out all 
its sublime and beautiful things, -and. jfaas oia to rapid 
changes, which brought their varying hues imd kniel- 
aiipholy . teimimticNQ. - \ 

.AlasJ I wish.I.cottld.dcftw a picture of repose. Oh' 
that bere I couldvlift the curtain up^ a beaotiftil per- 
spective, instead of the dark and <&anal scenes, where 
the light is lost, and men)tory can no longer look on the 
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fem of hope* V0W hf tho Uoon ftdiod froni nto* nusor 
0f exkrtence— ^ hew is the golden bowl brokett st tft<> 
evstem!^ Ah t ye days of yoath and romanee, when 
there wbb ao sadi thiaf as experience ; yoor .Aadcyw 
only fietimis to lae— your bloom is fbreyer fhded, and 
pflissedaway. 

The poet msfw detenniiied ta try his fbrtime in the es* 
tablishment of a periedieat nagtuBtne. Atthatperiodi 
Kteratitre of this d^eription vmi rare ^ there were 
probably not moriSfthiBkn three periodicals in eidstence» 
at that time, m this conntiy. 

For the success of this expensire work, he thonght 
it best to visit WaidiingtoB, to obtain at the begin^ 
ning the signattireS' of men of distinction. For this 
purpose, he left home in the spring of 1880, accom- 
panied by oar little son. On the day after his arrival^ 
onr bek>yed idol was prostinskted by a disease which in 
ten days teitainMed life. The news of tike illness of 
my sweet boy canie just in time for me to reach 
Washington a few hours befbre he £ed. Sifently and 
aolemnly we bore Jhe 'form of onr dliild to nlil8de^ 
phia. There, through the moss-^grown ^te, in the 
lonely bnrial-gro€md of 9t.' Stephen's churdi, sleeps 
Angeks aged four years,' three months, and ten days; 
it has been often remariced that as men were htoapa* 
bleof die same intense lov^ for their offspring' as wo- 
men» so they were aMke incapaMe trf the same degree 
at suffering at their loss. • This may be so, but^ot in 
(his case. The loss of our son create It fearAsd 
change in tke mind of my husband, and for a time it 
seemed as if Hfo itself had almost deserted him* 
Yeata sa e iued at cnoe to addf .tliemselTes to his brow. 


llilrit g«i#f» to Jtegot hd had other tkffre«iiteiii|^ Iftat 
tiiliiiiiciil hift^ «,tte|iH»ii and eoergieflu. 

Hm daily Tisito w€ire to tlM gT»ye of hisr Ikmi^ soil 
Vk»BiMtm»0S griei tteta whfdi he suffetedr produced 
tke oppoflitii effeet on nqF faeiiogs. . The very ftMt of 
Ui fiiring iq^^att aims Md^pnrsnts, e^kieed in my ffvnd 
Ae gft^ster nacessify to perfsmi tlicr diiiiss I tliol^g^ 
Hn^nib^a^R had fitted vie to disohatgv^ Drivea to the 
Ihttt exte««zly**-*wmiout meeaw to nqpfrfy oor dedly 
t m»t% I d^eernimd W fmrseveref mad estaUish the 
pMvledieat fcKTivhi^ mjrfaosbiaid had iara^ Ua ptOK 
pasalsir Canaeq^eiiliyy I set afaont lay daily >gisite-'H»fe> 
t^ apart^ thi» basiB«3a ftve.or six homaof.e^h 
dijF. Astealshed ajt my siicoeai> aoid: fed|nir vmh^ en^ 
atwaged, hiii^ miad beeaime g^adiia&y restored to ita 

• 'la ti^ 8fHk0a of three 0ioat&8y the aooessioa, of meaa^ 
Aem std>scf|bci^ obtained, were^ silfficteBt to enable 
bJBi Uk coawad^noethe pabaeation of *^ The North Aiaggw 
leaaMaga^iae; / 

Frees the death €£ oar so^ k will he ramemlMffed 
dtat WB- fixed oar lasideaQe ia Philadelphia. , liiiere b«- 
iag 90 eragiaalperiodieal Utevataie at that tine in 
AeeitjFy the diipaattidu of the pe<^6 faTOured a wdrk 
«£,that sottv For jliuc consecutive years he was the ed« 
item and j^ofirietor ei the work in Philadelphia. It 
waa not^ that oity aloae we were' indebted for patf* 
wima^ tq prtnt a :^ork so expensiTe. Our journeya 
exteakdedr far aad near. There seemed to hindle a 
spirit of eamlation' among aU* to whom I applied for 
palat>nage ; and the desire manifested by ^ persona 
to serve me-ia this^^rduons and painftil trndertafcingf 
mdmad tt a fdeaaore aad satiifwtfami 
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It is easy to eonceive &e change thi^t took plaoe 
for a time in the fortunes of the poet. He now had 
the lash in hie^ own hands. Although h^ had ma:ny 
Mends among the editors, there were many who wan« 
tdnly. attacked him. Upon fhese he did not fail to ex- 
ercise his epigramailfical faculties.! As he was pro- 
gressively pro29>erpus, his imnd became strengthened 
— ^the gay faces of people with whom -business ledjum 
to converse, created for ^ a time a. h^py change ; and 
were it notlliat ths child to whom gj^usis allotted can* 
not long en(}ure the same scetoy. his course might from 
this period have been, one of. serenity and coiuposure^ 
. As I BJta describing some of this principal events, 
not the minute -details of the life of my husband^ I paai3 
over five years — ^theon(y period in his career that waa 
calm, practical, and quiet. At thirty-fivf» yearn of age# 
he began to feel the littleness of ail things, the 
vanity of ambition^ and the folly of iame^ He liad 
been always looking for something too refined and ex- 
alted for human li£Q, and every new proof of unwor- 
thiness in men, saddened pr revolted a mind that ex- 
pected perfection, where, from the cc^binations of 
human passions, he should have looked for fbailty. , 

It is a fearful crisis when the heart palls and is&ck- 
ens at evejything. When this is the case, inquiries 
are made by the common observer ii^to the causi* 
The world cannot epmprehend the drudgeries asi4 
toils, the wearying fatigues of literature^ with all its 
small enmities, its meagre and ca{xriciptts rewards. 

It is not time that robs u^ of the zest for life ; it Is 
experience aijid disappointment 

For five years, with our united efibrts, he had beea 
barely able to pay his expenses; The taema$ requisite 


to sustain the magazine amounted yearly to the som 
a( three thousand dollars. This amount, together with 
travelling exp^Qises and the means of living, required, 
on my "part much labour and energy. Tfhe publicity 
tO'whiAhr diiring a* long period^ I-was necessarily ex- 
posed, was a source of trial to tny husband, which, 
with his sensi^ve mind, be could no longer bear. > He 
became wearied with the. out-door labour, and dis- 
gusted with the miserable recompense which years ^f 
thought; and toil had earned ; for, after all; it is more 
the hope of ultimate competence than the love of 
giorythat awajkens^ the indolent mind,^ aiod strengthens 
the^ feeling heart, amidst midnight studies 'of every 
age. Did punished Qtway look into fttturity for' fame, 
or lurpund him for bread, when he was writing the 
** Venice Preserved," during his last three days of 
&mii^ 1 What tenured tfaeJ>urdened SoUl of Chatt^^ 
ton ?~Fhe want ofvgold.^ What rons^ the burdened 
qpttrit of Goldsmith, in the dartcneMt of his prison-house,c 
to compose the inimitable, '' Yiear of Wakefield ?** — 
7%e hope of release. Great minds have struggled <m 
thn^igh all the evils of poverty, persecution and 
scorn — ^but &at -which they philosophically endured; 
they did not idly praise. They felt that whatever 
mightbe the inherent or attendant vices of opulence 
and luxury, poverty and privation were a terrcNr and 
aju(^^ent. 

The acquisition of riches to men of geniud, is general- 
ly supposed to operate in repressing itsgrowth^ Alas I 
tiie cahn sunshine of even-tide has been seldom known 
to shed its g^Miial influetiees upon the tiveaof <^tebra« 
tod men« 

llie pbetit weighed dmrn by oate and UlbtnetinM 
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Ms niagatine in 1888, to James CT. BrciokSf'Bsq.fnt 
Baltimore. The woric, I believe, ceased its existence 
i« less than six months afterwards. From this fatal 
period commenced tiie decline of the poor poet ; his 
spkits began to Sink tHlhaat any specific cc^t^se, and 
he seemed to hasten- a career which, during his whole 
life, he most feared dnd dteaded. He began to be re* 
gardl^ss of ererything aromid, as' his irregolc^ habits 
grew upon him. It was not long before his\»nstitli^ 
tion began to suffer frc^ siefere attiacks^ of epilepsy. 
The exposure and vcrffering to whi^^h he beeaiHe 
initred brought on a complication of diseases which 
lasted ddring 1^. 

For the last liv& years of his Ufe he was unable to 
make any exertion whatever for the support of hi^ 
family, which consisted '<^ five young Children. Re- 
duced to poverty and su^riiig, how did my iieart 
yearn over these innocent ties ! Our household effects, 
together with a fine librarjr of famtoric and literary^ 
b<K>ks, he had been for years gathering, we're <s22^ Hkid 
our hopes, scatteredto the winds, and the home that 
had been made cheerihl by the combined efforts of ua 
both, was now desolate and forsaken. ^ 

As a last resource, by the kind assistance of ifrienda 
in my native coun^, and in the British provinces\of 
America, I Was enabled to undertake the pubHcation 
of my husband's poetical works. 

How c^n have I seen him in the midst of distress, 
in his hours of refic$cti<m, with his feelfaig heart sunk 
imder the consciousness of suffering he had bfougli^ 
oB himself and family I The Iltst year of his Ufe, hiis 
anxiety for his children iiung heavy upon him. Dm^* 
teg tlialtlnie« and the two preceding years, F was ab* 


m mi ^ i ttg -eflhe timid' m Burepe, and fbe remaltiii^ 
iimci in die West Indiesr. During flie last few dajs 
l^yious'to ki» deee&(swi»^ he freqaently expressed^ it 
vriA to see b<^k myself ^ad his eldest dftng^ter. His 
Biiiid ftt tkaes was wandering. . When he atluded to 
his ftpproaching dissolution, his heart wite tonehed witib 
pore and mmmi^ed sorrow* fie knew the eirent was 
^e)y* to liappen soon. He left Philadelphia in the 
Mtci l»l^;wll3lhisin»otheIv^EUId4UT^redinNe^Op* 
ieaafr l&e foUowxng spring of 1844. Soon after his 
avtIvaVkiB aecldentaily met; with his eld college frieod, 
6eorge^.IK Premiee, Esq., the friend tf all friemb^ 
whohadsteed ly him in seasons of adversity, when 
aH etk^ps had forsaken him. lake the goodSamari- 
tan, he was ever >>teady to administer aid and eonso>- 
Itfttim to ld» afflieted Inrbther. This nnexpected meeC^ 
HKg gave a ioiomentary satisfiM^tion to his featnre^ 
thongh the stamp of death ^^aii iiiipfessed on his.eoii]i> 
Muuice. He appeared^ already en the briric of eter- 
niQr* He ale little, and seemed entirely to kai«e lest 
tbm toneiof his stomach. He oftei^ ispoke o£ lus ehitdrien, 
and maoiifested great solicitude fi» their welfare. He 
had a perfect loye for religion ; and, tlioogh he despised 
cant and hypocrisy, he revered the true and ^sincere 
worship of the heiMrt. Though bred a Protestant, he 
ddnbted the genninieness of all creeds exeqpt the Cath- 
oUc* 7%iir churcli he belieVed to be ^Ae church of 
ChriiUfownded ty him and his apostles. 

He liad walked about until the day oi his deatth ; 
he continued in pray^ tibe greater part ef the night 
previous, pn the day foUowing, he went into an a4ja- 
emt roomy and returned. In making the effort to get 
into bedt he fell on his face, with a slight tremor of 
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his wasted fbniif and in a moment the vital jspark had 
fledr In New Orleans, on the sixth of March, 1844, in 
the forty-first year of his a^e, tbe. sufferings of this 
ill-fated genius were terminated, and a life closed 
which had been embittered by want, sufferings, and 
perseeotion. 

His death excited a sad and m6ur];iful sensation m 
New Orleans, and throughout the country. / His re- 
mains lie interred in the " Cyprew-Grbve Ccmeteiy,?' 
about three miles distant from, the city. . There^ &t 
from the objects of his. love, hi?- home, and friends^ 
his ashes repose. among strangerSt un^pticed and im« 
known — ^without. ^ slab, or stone to direct the lovers 
of his muse to the narrow house q£ the. poor bard. 
Surely, a tribute is due to his memory, whose talents 
S&r 4iges to come will do honour to the Americanr 
name.^' Let it not be said that StTMjr^ LpiCqln Faxbt 
n^LDj^ the Poet, has Jio grave 1 : ' r - ~ 

The following pathetic and beaitfiAil pdem» by my 
husband, was ^addressed to me a few days before he 
died, and was'i^fte last breathings of his poetic qpdrit 
before it took its 4ight. 

-■.'■• 

Dove of the Delu^! weoried are thy wings, . . 

"Winnowing the void air on thy flight with me ; 
Yet every aanbow o^er thj beauty flings 

13ie faeatf 8 Uoom, bom of God's infinity; 
.Lone, faint, e'ercast-by huddled worlds of gloom. 

Wronged by the heartless, wrecked in reach of hlifls» 
O'er life's Sahara, on to unknonm tomb. 

Alone -I wander— hopeleds biit for this-^ r - ( ■ 

2%M beanty of the UosBom, bjreatiung'hM(¥6n 

O'er earth's daifc, withering woe»^o'«r. tempest Tkai^ 
Stombling^on Doubt's wild mpuntains ! .yet *ti8 given 

Despair to know' Love makes its own sweet ^ne. 


0^«r cnsliiiig wrack aad inoi|l«foiJfflg nmi fi«^ 

Its cherub- pmionB flashing glory back, 
tht holy Bmile of Eden^ in its eyes, 

And angel host^,triimiphing ip ita track. 

CNi ! bat for dite---^ lhee-H3fTfaieaC ^^^ 
Of 8i;>rr6wing, afaming Eardi ! l^jnne hM not now 

Hurteiii,bowliiig>tenip^ata, o'er my apirit'ivUd, 

- ^ And left its lightninga'oh my blasted brow. 

Bn^ramest Qooid bequeathed, thee to impart, 
ITen t6 dim Eair^, the blooming light lof Love, 

And, diongh the footsteps f^ter^ atill the heert 
Seeks thee,.itB arki lone wandering deluge dove ! 

Hiron^ fleckered clouds ^e mollen mooiilight atntaa^ 
As ^er fny spirit floats tl^ snale of youth ; 

VlsionB of Arcady and Aigolic dreams 
, Wear,, to my yearnjog gese, the^ garS 6f Tru& ; 

An^ all that Nature, through its myriad spheres. 
Could frame. In thy sweet bosom hath its h<mie, 

7ei Ver the Fast swiri& a dark sea of team, 
And -sighing Sorrow dims the days to pom^« 

What but blest kndwleidge. of thy sweetest spiiil 
. Hath Time youcSisafed through. ^1 its years of woe f 
What its s»d eras gitdn me to inherit ? 

Bereavement, want, and malady, that grow 
By^eediog nutriment ; 'mid vivid flame 

Doomed e'er to dwell, yet destined ne'er to die, 
The martyr ihind, through lingering yean the same, * 

Still from the burning hu$h glares on the Macksned aky* 
And finds nd feUowahip in taf worid ; 
' Or avalanche, or earthqu^e, maelRrom, ocetn, 
£i thfe dread wrath of Ruin— eadi hath hurl'-d 

» 

Its maniac vengeance, 'mid the mad commotion 
Of anarch Wo--Time*s tyrant reignsTdone I 

With giant strides, ke treads t^ voiceless wails; 
Wldioi»t p smile, moiuil» empire's gMj^tiiioiM; . 

Onifaid looks hopele s s darkly on the ftet I 

6 ^ 
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Brid6 dftUf IMMMI I tt6H||fl aMMa <Mf MM&p 

Bknd dif bUtt tpMt wi|b mf MddeiMd lllo^ili^ 
And biMthe the blefring of lof*^ hoSeiC Mli 

Around Ufe^pstliwiiyB; wlMdeeprAfllhirtiilvraQgiiti 
Bifiiie dioa fnd >ezalt ; be wi& me, Lore ! 

Inlriri,toi^ tw a »lri i ^ f ide «id gttip* • 
Mytwilfrtiit end eh! aynuphet jbw^ 

Hail to > t >f«tf i. ■how dtfa» iro J Miwi UhMi bw4l 
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A TALE OP PORTUGAL. ' 

CANTOI. 

... I. ... ^ . 

Tib the bridal of naturer the season of springy 
When Pleasure flits roi^nd on, her diainoncl wing, 
Aji^d the spirit plays brightly and softly and free, 
like gemrdropping beams on a boundless blue sea, 
And 4;he young heart is lit by th^ beams of -love's ey^ 
Like an altar x>f perfome. by fires c^<the sky. 
'Tis the heartrblooming season of inwcent love, 
When the green^ growing mead and the whispering 

grove. 
And the musical stream, as it porls o'er the dale, 
And the flowers whose lips zephyr woos in the yale. 
Are seen with the spirH of thrilling delight 
As visions of ^eauty too-passingly bright, , , 
And heard like the songs 4hat come o'er us in dreams 
When the soul's magic light through infinity ^^ams. 
The gay Earth is vestured with veMure and flowers, 
And hope sings awAy the s^eet. si:p.ny hours. 
While bathing in sunbeams, ot ov^r the sky 
Her star-pinions watring through glories on high. 
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11,0 citroci fgoves throw on the wii^ of the'breeso 
Their bahn-breathing .flowers^ and the green orange 

trees 
Harp sweetly in airs from the hill and the sea. 
Like lyres heard unseen singing ^ys yet to l^e. 
O Eden of bea«ty I ' Lositama ! the spin 
Loves to lihger a while, when his journey is done* 
On the lofty twin Pillars, whose brows 4n the riiy 
Gleam bright when the sun-^od tid^ fla^uigly by^ 
Which stand in their might 'mid the waves of the sea - ■ 
Abyla and Calpe — nn eo nqne reA and free. 
And Cintra's dark forests leek, smilingly on 
Apollo descending froQi his qhwriot throne, 
While Estrella's lagoon, green Esemra receives 
Sheen tints (fhiii rajn fh)m the wmA^ gilded tei^ves^ 
And Tbjo^i broad bay Kke a mfrrer reposes' 
Tween a heaven of light and a garden oftfK^m, 

• - • , - a. 

The snn's last beaatt ef purple Ught ^. ^ 
Blazons proud Galpe's c^ustle height, ' 

And over Lusitania^s sea 
Looks with a smile of melody. 
The volean fires of ^tna glow, 
Brighter as sinks Hyperion lew. 
And, 'mid the gathering twilight higk 
Stiromboli flames against tlie sfcyv 
(iTer dark-blu^ ocean^s billowy Ibam* ' • 
To light the wandering salTor home. 
Child of the sun, the dusky Moor • 
Watches Ae horizon, bright obscure, ' 
And, while Ae proud muezzin calls ' 
Devotfen's hour fltmx Cental walli, 
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Thtovs his keM eye's tetMmmnkiag glaMei 
(7er the dark billows as Aey dwioe 
AlcHig the Mauritaniati shore. 
And listens to theiaf snrgiag roar 
Around Al)yla*8 b i flOiae at deep. 
Lest in tired natnre^s twffight sieep 
The foe upon hf9 gaanl should steal, 
And gain the pass ere^nmpel pMiL 
Adverse, the gallaat Biitmi's qre, - - 
From Caipe's height gleams o'er the sk|V 
And marks with all a saiioi^s pride 
The vast sail gieaintefti^'er the ti#s^ 
While every breeze {bat domesi'from ftr > 
Wafts music from red Trafi^gar; 
Evening's dim shadow e'er 1k» dose. 
Fair Lnsitania !v and tiie rose . 
Of morning blushe* Ver thy plains! . 

With the salne rich and gorgeona light * ^ 
As when his w^^e, wild AfadBSy - 
O'er forest, floods and vale, aad height, 
From Volga's banks Req;>edial led 
To Tajo's dai^y wooded shore,- 
Though where they warrM or why they bled 
None know o^name Ibrevermore. 
And the dun rolls his last faint beam 
O^er prihoeiy dome, rose^m&rgined stream^ 
And almond grove and jasmine bower. 
With the same smile as when the earth 
Blushed in the beauty ctf her birth. 

The ftdl-orbed moon is gleamhig bright 
Qu Ointra*s dart: and rocky height. 
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And on verandah, turret, letwer,. 
Palaee and fane at this still how > 
Glows with a radiant smile of love. 
And gilds the n^usic-brea&ing grove \ 

With those pure beams .of light dejreii€i. 
Which sanctify the {»eaoefdl scene* 
From wave and doaae^d field and groV9 
Rise the soft notes of pleading-love, , ^ 
And many a strain is he^rd ft^m far . 
Of wandering Jo.ver^s sweet guitar, 
And in the songs he fondly iGUg&. . , < 
Hia glowing heart finds rainbow wittgi. 
Which bear his. spirif s powers afSeir' 
Unto his being's guiding sted, 
Dian — the giiieen <»f isig^ and t^airs, , 
Her richest robe of. beauty wears. 
And smiles to hear the vows HknX rise- « 
Beyond her empire in the skies,' 
While still sdie weepis^ in {Nescient pai&t 
That passioned love is worse Utan vain* 

St. Clara's dark and massy pile, \^ 

Where sunbeams fall but never smile, 

'Mid the dense cypress grove uprears 

Its ivied turrets, gray with,years, . 

And, where the^ sdtadowy moonlight faUsy 

Uplifts its blackened prison walls, 

Within whose solitary cells 

Tearless despair forever dwells. 

And sin, beneath devotion's moiie. 

Reposes in its sajcred shame, 

While deeds 'twould sear the tongue to teU 

Are done in murder's fatal cell. 
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Within St. Clara's cAoktiMied gloom» 

A li^ng grave, a vital tomb, 

Two lovely vestalsj,- yomig and fair, - 

In misery dwelt and dark despair.. ^ ' - 

Their loves and hopecrai»l'feelings ohainsdt 

Lone sorrow o'er tbefar being reigned; . ^ 

'Till hope arolie' apcm their eyfe. 

And love's ecstatic- witchery ' 

W ^ke the fond hearts that had beesi cirQstod» ' - . 

And the soul's soolight eorrent gashed* 

lAke roses budding on 'one; stem 

Or blending hues of opal gem. 

Lonely they sat mthin tiieir cell, ^ 

Silent till expectaticm's swell • 

Burst o'er ^ach thought and feejinghigh. 

Like sunshowers |rom* the aanire sky. 

Round them the faS. heart'« stilness hun^. 

Till Zubna's glowing feelings sprung' 

To words that flowed like morning's beam, 

Or song irqm lips of seraphim. 

•* Sweet Inez ! fast thfe fearfulTiour * 

" When we shall spurn monastic power, "" 

** Doth hasten, and our spirits' might 

** Must dare the ordeal of to-night. 

** The cturch's power, or father's ire, 

** And Heaven perehance, will iail 6onspire 

^ To cloud young love's ascending sun ; 

^ Then, Inez, 'til the/deed is done, 

** And we have passed their power^s extent* 

" Let not thy dove-like heart relent 

" Nor fancy picture punishment." 

*• Oh, lovely Zulma ! hope is light "^ 

'* Within my trenibling heart to-night, 


ti 
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** And fain tliis boffim ytt tvocdd prove 
"* The silent joys of bliarfid lore. ' 
** But, ah I my path in life hath been. 
** So full of grief* and every 9ceQe 
''Of joy flo mm hath ehanged^te him, 
"* Life's common Utai I ne'er shatLkn^w 
^ TUl my lone heart hath ceased to beal 
^ Within the snow-white wiadiilf ^hes^** 
On lier piila elnek atid falandhiiig tomr 
Hope's feverish haoltte oeasedlw |^w 
And o'er her bosom came the* Uigfa^ 
The darkness of perpetnalliiighl^ -^ ^ ^ 
The gloom of days that long had^vmnsbedt 
And thooghtSy that never coold be 


Znlma's high elicit at the view 

Of peril more undaunt^ grew, 

And glowed 'mid sorrow's gathering gloom 

like angel faith above the tomb. 

In danger^s hour she stood ahme, 

'Mid fearful things the fearless one, > 

And, as her sunlight spirit burned 

(yet the d^ep darkness of despiedr. 

The trendbling fears of all she tunuid 

To hopes, and left Aem smiling there* 

Her broad high brow the throne of thom^ 

And features into spirit ¥nrough$ ; . 

Her stai^beftm eye and face of light. 

And moulded form thaj; chained th^ sight. 

And swan*like neck, and raven- haiiv 

And swelling bosom, riohly tair. 

Which rose and sunk, like moonlight sea% 

In its deep passion's ecstacies, 


As if her mighty hoort 'uaare gweUliig 
In sim-wayes for ite haavealy dweUiaf | 
All spake a spmt yroiid Jttd hi^ ^ 
A wandering seraph ef4ihe<diyf. 
And such was Zdiuia ; sflOTOw's «aght 
Might its dark shadcv^^nsVMr her oast; 
But the de^ glowi her. ipiiit's light 
Changed into rose-beams as-it pa«t ; 
She had one aim, andrJionfi beside . 
Coal4 bend heif lfSi£^ Jijg^bbti^Slg pdd^ 
And, ere she droq^^ she would hava 4iid* 
Vemeura knew .h|s dav^j^iiitAr waU» 
And chained her spirit in a cisll 
Ere Ae could know the desola^ 
And hopeless woe 49f «uch a fate, - ^ 
And 'twas to bless an eHeir ^faSM ^ 
He crushed that seal, cm) proud and wild. 

. Vi. 

Timid and fearfinl as the fawn, 
Thut seardies ere it ti^eads the 4^adA» 
Yet lovely hs a spriiiyg«-time dawn ^ 

In robes of rosy light «eraye4 i 
Warm, feelings jW^ft aiid deJacate 

As the last blujlh of isummer a^ 
Yet trembling at ibm fiowa ^f Fkte,, 
Lest, while her heart did sadly giievib > 
Sin should assime Ae ga^b 4^ woe* 
And shroud in gloom 4<^yQt|op's ^low ; * 
Insz, though fair-as^foiins that rme, 
Round Fancy!s fmieut di«am of ioTa» 
Was tender, gentle, fragile, frail. 
And shrinking as the vjolat pdb 
Which Uoomi ia jotitary valiw 
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By zephyr liBumed and breathed alone* 
Unseen* nnsoiight) unprized, unknown* 
Feelings suppressed and thpughts untold. 
Flowed silently, like molten gold, 
O'er her fond heart, while virtue's son 
Threw glory o'er theni as they run. 
Her smiles and tears alike weie bom 
In purity of virgin -love. 
And, like bright Eos, child of mom, 
She drank at strjsams that gush above: 
For sweetness suth to her was given. 
Her faintest prayer Was heard in heaven. 

vn, < 

When Zulma heard her sister^s plaint. 

And ^aw her gentle q>irit sink. 

Her soul arose in power-^** To faint ; 

^ While standing on dark ruin's brink 

^ Were madness w;or8e than mirth in. death 

** When love and bliss our flight await 

"To quaiUto droop despair bene£ith 

" Were folly that deserved the fate**" 

" But if we fail "-r,** It canhot be 1 

" Love, like the mountain breeze, is free^ 

** And, amid peril, wrong and ill, 

" Stnmg as the gale that sweeps the hill, 

"Or severing ocean in its might, 

" Brings long lost treasures into light.** ' 

" But will beholding heaven approve 

" Our broken vows for' earthly love V > 

" St. Mary shrive thee I ^ould'st thou be 

" A vestal in hypocrisy ? 

" Oh, gentle Inez, guard thy love { 

'* Ckmnt Dion's di^ng quest would prove 
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• Biitrfolly*8 dream in evil hour, ' 

**If thou: dost spam the boy-god's' power.* 

Inez arose, her bltie eye flowed 

In gushing tears of pearly light — 

" Zulma! my heart were ill-bestowed 

•* If Dion called me false to-night." 

^ Vemeira's daughter still ! — O Heaven I 

^ Love's messenger his c^Il hatli given t 

** Inez ! that rose, by Dion thrown, 

** Lay on thy heart— it Is thine own^ — 

"And haste thee, for we must be goheT 

The soft strain of a sweet guitar 

Now nsellowed came as if from far. 

But, ddllful in its measured fall. 

It rose by dark St. Clara's wafl,* 

And, mastered by Prince Julian's hand. 

Its sweet notes flowed so richly bland, ^ 

They told unseen the minstrel lover, 

And Znlma's soaring spirit over 

Threw breathless rapture' as she fled 

From her lone cell with footstep light, 

While Inez' heart, at every tread; * 

Spake like deep voices of the night* 

* 

vin. 

Queen of the skies ! why should the beiBOns 

Of thy soft eye so richly glow 

O'er scenes that darkest gloo)n beseents, 

As fitting their soul-harrowing woe T 

Why should thy smile alike illume 

Despair and Hope, and Love and Hate, 

The bridftl mansion and the tomb, ' 

Hearts full of bliiss an4 desolate 7 : ^ 

7 • 
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Empress of Heaven I oh, tjb^u vre^ m9A% 
For bloomiii^ hfifiif^ vA tie^Jrless ^yas, 
To Hght the spirit's seretode^ 
And high-soul'd tove'9 foad e<^acies ; > 
And, when young^TwIe iip. £dea's bowevi 
Wore radiant crowns of fragrant flow^i;(|i» 
While innocenf ^ with him would rove 
In soothing shade of fair-leaved grove^ . - 
AxiA love was bliss anA truth its own . . 
Blest guerdon in thi^ ni/QEuingfs sight, . 
When angels kfofcedfroin Glorj^s' throne 
And threw around her robes oi light; 
Ere woe was bom of si^, and crime 
Blotted from man's corrapted heart 
The fairest^name that youthful Time . 
Had written thei^ with magic art ; . 
Ere the sad Hour n^'s lather fell. 
And o'er his fall rose shouts from hell,^ 
Thou, sky-throned Isis I frcun abovC) 
SaVst nought but pi|re unconscious lovei 
Beneath the a2ur^; abgr — ^whose sun 
Smiled on each deed by .xnortals doiie> . 
Alas ! thou now art 4pQme4 to gaze 
Upon a world so dark and f^l,. 
That thy most pure and lovfly rays 
Reveal man^%|MMrt % livtag hell i 

ix. ' 

On the youiig vest^Js' desperate flight 
Thou didst look down with smite as gay 
As it had been theii^ bridal. night. 
And they were led in foir array 
CfeT ]l>right saloons an4 majrblc^ halls ; 
And on St. Olara*s prison ^^wlls 
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Thy gloaming rsdimmee skon* as fair 

Ajs if delight were sxnilihg th«fe ; 

And on the levelj^Ixn' eye ■'- 

As she and Zolma fled ixtfear, - - 

Thy rays were thrown from yon btae skgrt 

Unconscious that^diejr lit a tear* 

Crossing th^ cypreas^d oemetry, 

Tliey hnnried cm -with uodkeard tread 

Till they had gained the boididary. 

Of the lone empire of the Dead, 

When^ ere , the signal cotdd be giYjeii 

To those who watched beyond^the^walU -> 

Inez stifetohed. Ibrth h^t hailds >to Hettven* 

Weepii^g as if theJbeor wliei> ail * . 

Her hopes should die had come and 

Its pall o'er life«-4md.thii8 die4Baid^ 

** Now, ere we part, sweet Zmfaoata^ say. 

^ Thou lonr'fi^ me as in cfaiUhopd's.diayt 

** When w& togvdier fondly i^rayed 

^ Through arbonred grovea and 

^Plucked roises on^die meM to ciowit ^ * 

^The hours we lov^ tb call em* owii^ 

^ And felt that heavea kioied sniiUiltg dow6t 

* When none beneath the laughing Ay 

** Were half so gagr as thou and L ; 

^Tell me the bloom of life's youagflaweni , 

Still lingers round: thy dkangeless^ hearty 

And that the joy pf happier hoprs 

Will never fkxna diy soul d^>artr 
^ Now ere we pari I a strange prelude, 
"^ Fair sister 1 to the heart's Ugh biiss ; 
** Thy very spirit is imhflwd ^ 

'^ Willi doubts and fears-^way with thiif 
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^ Thou art MY sister I droop notnow, 
^ Remember thine and Dion'd vow I 
** They hear out rostling in the shade-* 
^ Here is the cord-wove escalsidio-^ 
*'Now, Ikbz, fearless 'follow me, 
** Doubt not, we must and dhall be free."^ 
Unfaltering Zulma seeded the height, ^ 
Cheering the lovely -nun to spe^d, 
And then flciw down Svith fo6tstep light 
To Juuan's arms, most blest indeed, 
The solitary vestal stood 
A moment ere she dar^ to elimb, • ^ 
And in that moment's solitude 
Her stolen flight appeared like crime ; '- 
She was so -pure, so lovely, sin-^ 
Tinged not a thought her soul within. 
But Dion hnng upon the lieight^ 
And step by step she climbed above. 
Her hand was stretched^ in Wild delight^ 
To grasp that of her oidy loVe, 
When fancied gmlt and dark despair. 
Came o'er her as she lingered theret 
And her l;>ndn reeled in dizziness ; 
She heeded not the cries below; > • 

She could not see, nor hear nor know 
The insuppoBtabte distress 
Of those vfikQ saw her form on high,' 
Delirium in her swimming eye ! 
One last shrill tshriek of wild affright. 
The falling form that met his sight. 
The hollow groan, that rose and fell ' 
Upon his heart like rain's knell, 
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^ Away — away ! Prince Julian, fly i 
^ The alarom beU is pipaling high, 
^ And ruthless hordes of vestal fiends 
•* Are rushing hither P — ^Whp ascends 
Again that dreadful wall,, so late 
Scaled with a lode that smiled at Fate T 
Tis Zufana— ^ Julian I leave me now, 
^ For I must share the death I wrought, 
** And consummate my vestal vow 
^ In pain and darimess as I ought." 
She rose to give her purpose deed. 
When Dion barred her path and criedr-* 
** Prince Julianrl as thou wotild!st in need, 
^ And when despair hath humbled pride, 
** Crave mercy of the Power on high, 
"^ Seize Zulina quick, and fly, fly, fly f ^ 
In passion Wild and wildered fear 
The Prince obeyed the wise behest. 
And grasped the heroic maiden erp . 
Her deed had left him thrice unblest. 
And, ere a moment more, had flown» • . 
The high-soul'd nun and Prince had gone. 
Count Dion, watched tiU they^had fled. 
Then sprung beloW among the dead. 
Where headstones gleamed to mock the gloon^ 
lie desolation ol the tpmb;-^ 
Greiitiy be raised the unconscious nun, . / 
And laid h^r bleeding on his breast, 
Thui9 — even dius, a blessed one . 
To pillow such a form to rest ; 
While, as he gazed in speechless woe 
On her soft, lovely features graven 
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With death's dark Ihies, he saw below 

Nor love nor joy, ner hope in heaven. 

But firearee the space of lightning's glare 

Was left to muse bf his despair, 

Or soothe the suffering- Inea there, 

The cloister horde by Clotilde led, 

Exulting that thi^ holy hate 

Could liow be poured on beauty^« head 

And virtue's bosom desolate^ 

Rushed like hyena troops upon"^ 

The gallant Dion^— but, appalled 

By his proud port, thbtigh all alone 

He stood — ^they pimsed atnl shrilly called 

The faggot priest, their alguazil. 

To guard the holy cloister's weal: 

Folding hts bosom^s dyihg bride • ' 

With one strong arm unto his breast. 

And with the other waving wide 

Iberia'd sword that many a c^est • "-^ 

Had cloven in the deadly fray, : 

He bade ,tl^e throng yield ample t^y. 

And sprung upon the ladders height ; 

Then came the alguazil, the light 

Of hell was in his scowling eye> 

Dashing the trembling )host aside 

Like war*ship rushing in^ its pride.' '' ' 

The lover there that moment stood. 

Not like a warrior trained in blood. 

But like that Spirit who on high 

His four-edged sword flashed o'er the sky. 

And bade .the irinning mortal die. ' 

** Yield thee, blasphemer t Heaven commands.* 

^ Chain, then, the bold blas]^emer^i hands, 


** And bind liis madden'd spirit down . 
** Low as thy lAAfitei's and thine own." 
" Darest thd^ thejnotfalxjh's algu^zil V* 
** Bid ye iHt ^lelp^rolAed lion kneel T 
** Dark ruffian ! ^6il \Hlt me this botnt."" 
" Ruffian !— n* trhile ttiy swDrd hatt JWWt^." 
And with the H^ino^ the nnfidling bhtd« 
jLow at his f6i^' t^e oppoise]^ laid, 
And Dion seiti^d the Escalade.. - . 

He springi ^frith ^or^ than inort^l might, . 
He rise»— almost g^lis the h^ijg;ht-^ 
His hand is oil th^ mo^-grov^ v^l«^ 
This moment In^Veil br i'uins alt ! . 
A wmrd^ a liidti^t^ It look, a dream 
May ratHJ^ the tdtoom of yeaw ;^ 
One glance, one qnick electric gle^m 
May lead untoi aA age of fean^ I . 
Oh 1 Dion, nwv^ thy h^art again^ 
One minate^-^^ring^-'-and thpu Art. frbeir 
O think--4liy love — ^'tls valn-r-'tls vaii^ 
Despair hath sealed thy destiny ! . 
They teajr aWay flie cord-wove frame^ 
And thotbairt doomed to woe and shame I 
Still Dion be^rs the double weight ^ 
With one torn, bleedihg, numbing Kw^ 
Awhile — ^he fSsdls^— the scroll of Fate . 
Hath rolled its darkest record ! ^ Stand, 
** Exulting demons, stand ye there,. 
^ And o'er all earfli your triumph yell, 
** And htugh o'er death and life's despair, 
** For thwrye worse reign not in hell P* 
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Tis joy to gaze, from the tall ship s lee, 
On the curling waves of the moonlight sea, ^ 
When the mellow airs of spring-time night 
Come over the heart as it floats in light. 
And the sleeping &6wers ejdiale perfume,. 
Like a virgin's breadi from lips of hloom. 
And the dark-blue waters curl and gleam^ . 
In the diamond star-light's mirrored beam,. 
While the spirit hums o'er the glittering sea 
Till it longs a moonlight wave to be* ., 
Oh, spirits that sail on the moonlight sea . 
Should have thoughts as vast as eternity. 
And feelings as pure as the sleeping rose, / 
When its leaves in the dew of the sunset chme. 

in. 
O'er Lusitania's soft-blue moonlight bay 
Swells the gay song of reckless gondolier,. 
While his bark dances, as the waters play, . 
On the shore waves that glitter bright and clear. 

Dim in the distance, marked upon the sky, 
Wave the blue pennon and the glimmering sail. 
And oft is heard the master's anxious cry 
While shoreward, sea-boy answers to his^ hail 

Yet, save his song and their expectant cries. 
The world is slumbering iii a soft r^ose, 
And spirits from their stisir-^thrones in the skieft^ 
Breathe softly as a dew-tipped slewing rose* > 

It is the hour when lovers communion fills 
Eyjp, lip and heart with r^ptjare's magic light ; 
W^en watytig Diap, throned oh sh^idowy hills. 
Smiles o'er young transports frbrti her azure height 
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Pomegrnnatey orange, lime and citron gyovet 
Shadow gipay turrets and time-honioared loweiSt 
And heaven*s pale queen amid dieir arbours royes> 
And counts with tears the. melancholy hpurs. 

But hushed is song of happy gondolier, 
And fast the shadowy sail ascendiS on high ^*» 
A step, a form, a voice — *^ Prince Julian's here P* 
** Alfonso, haste 1 this hour we 'scape or die T 

xiti. - • 

Before the rising, shrill- voided gale 

Flies the yard-stretching, flighty sail# 

Swelling o'er broad. Atlantic billcrw, 

Like swan upon her wavy pillow, ^ 

Dashing aside frbm her high i^row 

Thir wav^, whose hissing foam- wreaths |^ow 

Like jewels thrown in floating snow, 

And hurrying on he> watery way, '^ 

Between two oceans, heaven and earth's. 

Like war-horse through the battle fray, 

Whose mighty heart Would burist his girths 

In its high swelling, should his lord 

Or check his speed or sheathe his sword. 

With a long sigh, as if from dream ' ^ 

Of pain and anguish slowly waking. 

From Julian'is breast, with sudden scream 

Wild as her bleeding heart were brcakingt 

Zulma rose and gazed around ' 

On ocean's sons, on wave and sky. 

And then fell back and deeply groaned,' 

While gleamed through tears her eagle eye* 

** Inez I sweet Inez T' Shudderings came 

Over her like the sansar^s breath* 
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As from her keart flowed tlu&t sweet name 

Which now was Imked^with woe and^ath» 

And, wrapt in sileiat sttffering, ' ^ 

She saw nor wave nor sky nor lover, 

Nor heard the light-winged bree>zes s^ng^' 

Like nymphs ih sea-riiella» ocean over ; ^- - ^ 

All — ^ali to her was pain and glopihy 

Her thoughts of what she left behindf 

And o'er her angel sister's tomb ^ . 

She heard the lonely wailing. wind* . 

With spirit voice of wild distress, : . • 

Denouncing Inez' naurderess ! « 

Darkly with phantoms of her brain* - 

Communing, o'er the billowy m^ain 

Zulma was hurried rapidly/ . 

And the low .muimuring of the sea 

Seemed, when she heard |he gul^hg siirga^ f 

Hymning the njurdered vestalVdirge. 

xiy. ; . 

The virgin, huntress of the skies - - 

With Ocean's daughters flies afar. 

And Eos and her nymphs arise ' " ~ 

Above the sun-god's throne, "each star, , ^ 

Orion's blazing sword of light. 

And the twin-martyrs' glory bright, 

And sea-bom Beaul^s radiance dimming^ 

While blue-zoned Tethys weaves a crown 

Of pearls and corals brightly swimming 

Through her vaist empire fathoms down. 

To deck Aurora's rosy brow 

As her white steeds o'er ether fly^ 

And proud Hyperion, bright and sl^w, 

Rolls imto heaven his' glorious eye. 


The bird of J«V^ kis migtoy lWiig» 
Waves o^er the' eriitmoti vault stb^vtl, 
And fh)m his ^ye a radiance flil^gft 
Bright as the brightest glanee of loVe 
The white-plumed sect-gull skims th<^ M% 
The curlew sports around the bark, . 
And nature sings of libefty- . 
And love as when from apKiieut ark 
The beasts of earth toA biiHls of heuvett 
To their bright fields and skies Vfere giVM* 

~ .3tV' 

The rushing ship is sailing now . 

Ccr the bright wave of Trafalgar, , 

And mom is blushing o'er the brow . . 

Of Algarve's dusky mountains far^ , . 

WitSi the ss^e smile of living bloooi 

As when to ocean's' billowy ^tornb, 

Amid the sea-firay's carnage red, 

Their ^quiem shouti^ of victory^ . 

Slurouded in gloigr, England's Dead 

Sunk with unclosed, ^ar-light^ned eye. 

Whose last, bright g^nce from gory tlravii 

Saw England's banner proudly streaming 

Victorious o'er their ocean grave, 

And England'ir sWoIrd triumphal glefiimiig | ' ' 

And o'er his sons, with eveiy surge, 

Bright, billowy ocean sings theit dirg^ 

And now the swelling sail is fantiedi 

By^ zepji^rs o'er thai haitow sea, 

O'er which on either margin kand 

Those ^<m mountain twms which he, • 

Alcmena's son, with god-like poi;<^r. 

Severed and poured the s^a between. 
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And which, since that rock-sundei^ng homv 
The deadliei^t foes have ever been* 
Thence onward holds the bark her w^y 
Through the blue^wave in fair array. 
While to the northern view arise 
The Appenines 'neath bending skies. 
O'er whose snow-mantled summits erst 
The Mauritanian, hero led. , ^ 
His warlike l^est, hy fate, accursed, 
To glory, a» the warrior said, . . ' , 
And the proud spoils of mighty Rome ; 
In that soul-stirring h6ur of pride, 
"When his heart rolled in glory's tide. 
Having dread Cannce in his view ' 

No more than he Whom Waterloo 

f 

Do^n'd to the Rock-Islets living tomb« 
Had of that desolating fray 
On Lodi's or Mietrengo's day. 

Before the view, where sun^beams spiilet 

Rises that rocky mountain isle^ 

Where he was bom, the. mighty one, x 

Whose gory course df fame is ruA ; 

And where, perchance, a guiltless boy, . 

His fellows' chief, his mother's joy. 

He wlindered oft, and played, and smiled 

Amid the mountain's shrubbery wild, 

An innocent and happy child ; 

Undreaming of his pomp and power. 

His crimes, dii^ace and exile fate.. 

Ah I few can tell in childhood's hour; 

What thoughts £md deeds their manhood ,W!alk^ 

Or who will bann or bless the name 

That blazes on the scroll of Fame. 
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In him a mighty spirit bmmed, 
But with a fierce volcano glare ; 
Oh» had that soaring, spirit turned 
To heaven and drank in glory thete^ 
Earth would have bowed in rapture's mood 
And held His name in sanctitude. 
The Man, who guides a nation's way 
To bloodless glory> o'er his name 
Throws fkirer wreaths of light than they 
Who deck Earth's highest shrine of Fame. 
But ah i he fell, and with him died 
His empire, power, and pomp, and.ppde i 
And nought remains of all he won — 
Q^ieni^hed is Napoleon's zenith sim. 

Still onward fleet the ship careers. 

Like rapid lapse of hurrying years. 

While fades the bright foam of its wake, 

like all the joys we give or take, 

And bears, with sail expanding high. 

Its coarse, beneath a glorious sky^ 

Toward soft Campania's fairy land. 

Where zephyrs sport with breathings bland 

O'er ruinsr^rst of pride and fame. 

And gorgeous domes of deathless Ishame. 

And, 'mid the night that robes the skies, 

Julian directs sad Zulma^s ,view * 

Where j£tna's fiery columns rise 

In desolation's lurid hue. 

Glaring between this world and heaven, 

Like fiends to whom destruction's given* 

The baleful light is fiaring o'er 

k's vine-dad, flowery shore, 

8 


86 TttH SttTBftft OV BAim ClABA. 

Where Arethttsa once gusVd forth 
III lucid streams fdr bards to drink, 
And Alpheos ^neath the sea atld earth 
Met his fair fountain bride— the brink 
Bloomed like a gardM of sweet flowers, 
And» near, Qrtygia's sacred grove 
Delayed the rosy-footed hoiirs 
Of pure delight and raptured Love^ 
A weedy marsh now stagnated ther<^, 
And taints the thick and sluggish air, 
As all man's hopes close in despaif . 
The lovers' course is almost dond. 
The lovers' goal is nearly won, 
And how hath Zillma borne the flight f 
Like one whose brighest day was night. 
Like one whose heart hath caught a taint 
Of crime, though fkncied, dark atid deep ; 
Whose dread remorse doth ever paint 
Horrors, and ne'er is lulled to sleepi 
Since o'er a spirit proud aiid high 
It reigns with three-fold energy. 
Who backward looks and finds despair. 
And forward, misery bars her there ; 
Who hath no hope on earth tQid none 
Beneath high heaven's offended throne* 
The more she thinks, the darker grows: 
The volume of her sins and woes ; 
No change comes o'er her agony ; 
Like j£tna's fire, it burns within, 
And, da^k'ning o'et the spirit's sky, 
Bums ever with the gathering sin. 
It was not madness ; o'er her brain 
Coherent thought* ceased not to fldtr s 
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But 'twas that dread, oppressive pam. 

That mountain weight of crushing woe, 

WMch foHowsy in -a sinless mind, 

A deed that spirits too refined 

Brood into guilt — -for priestcraft e'er. 

Riots in human woe and fear. 

Reason was worse than vain, and speeeli 

The dreadful mania could not reikcli» 

That o'er her burning spirit shed 

The baneful death^dew of despair, 

The upas of a bosom dead 

To aU of beautiful and fair ; 

For.Zulma sought no sympathy^ 

No comfort faithless as *tis free, 

But leaned upon the penal rod 

And boWed her burning heart to 6oi>, 

XVI. 

The barque has passed the Tyrchine sea 
And anchored in the glorious bay 
Of jNToud and base Parthenope,* 
Where perfhmed gales* with sunligfa^t {day 
O'er antique temple, giant tower» ^ 

And palace proud, whose mirrored d<Mnd, 
Like a bright heaven, o^^r many a tomb. 
Of many a mighty one laid low 
Gleams with a ri<th, refulgent g^w,* 
Like Freedom o'er, lost Power. 
The barque is moored'-^the lovers gone . 
Beyond the once fair Lueriiie lake, 
MThere dark-lnroviFed Ruin reigns ak»i« 
Cer Bai» lost in murtky teake^ 
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And all the fairy gar<}ens, groves, 
Me€ulows and dales erst loved so-well 
By him* (so reckless luxury proves 
In one a nation's ruin fell) ' 
Who shunning Glory's shrine-wheh he 
H€ul gained the fane, left mighty Rome . 
The victim of fierce anarchy, ' 

Dreading yet hurrying on her doom. 
Lucrine — ^the haunt of mirth is gone, 
And there volcanoes glare, alone I 
BaisB hath sunk to dust, i^nd she, . 
Earth's mistress stands, like. ancestry, 
Scowling o'er sons whose highest boast 
Had been their fathers' 4^ep6St sh&me. 
To pride, to tnHh, to glory lost. 
To honest hearts and patriot fame. 

XVII. ' 

Days, weeks and months have been and gone» 

And lovely Zulma dwells alone* 

In solitary castle high * - 

Between fair earth and fairer sky. 

Juli|tn h€ui been, all lovers are, 

HeA knelt and sworn his deathlesis love, 

And, like a sky-thrbned, radiant star, 

Thrown light and beauty from above ; 

He had been all that being is, " 

Whom kindoms wait — ^I dare not dwell 

On man's interU to offer bliss 

To one who had for him farewell 

Bidden all thougfati of earth and heaveiit 

And sole to him h<sr ftdl heart givea« > 

' * Localliit 
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Prince Julian was Campania's heir, . ^ 

And thu3 decreed his royal sk-e ; — 

*' Thou wed'st protld Austria^s daughter faur» 

** Or nevei: com'st the sceptre nigher," 

Julian Was proud of pQ0p and fame — - 

The fair mm could nor trump his name 

Nor plume his power — ^bi*t she might be 

The unseen Jtueen of Sovereignty, . 

The empress of his private hours— 7 

The angel of his palace bowers. 

So Julian thought, though he had t;ried, 

Heriionest feme by speech oblique 

And look lascivious, when his pride 

And birth and state appeared most weak , 

Before wronged Zulma's Juno eye. 

Whose glance spake pride and purity. 

From day to day. he talked of love, 

While Zulma would not see his>aim. 

Save when the princely sophist sttove 

To prove all rites a needless name^ 

Then* flashed her eye and glowed her brow» 

Idlte sunbeams o'er the mountain snow. 

On love I will not moralise ; 

It hath, more wiles and snares than sighs ; 

Sooth be the tale and feir I tell — '• 

His deeds are man's true chronicle. ' 

xTin. 
'Twas soft Campania's evening hour, ^ 
And earth and heaven were seas of light. 
And Zulma in her rose-wove bower 
Sate gazing on the horizon Jbright, 
Where white clouds float and turn to^gold 

In many a br%ht and gloriotls fold, 

. . 8* 
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iind fancy pictures aitget pinioflHi • 
Far waving o'er those, high domi&ionSt 
Till, as Ae thought of pleasured g^iHe, 
And Inez, tortured^ dying, dead, ^ 
And her own misery there aloiie> 
Her hopes destroyed, her tme ICfifts ftcd» 
Her bleeding heart left desotMie, 
And all the ills and woes of f&te. 
She seized her harp aikd moomfkUly 
Song of those joys nq more to be; . 

THE QANKS Of ZEVBRE. 

The bright sun is sinking o'er Italy's sea» 
And kissing Campama's fair gardens of flowen, 
But, oh, his smile brings no pleasure to me. 
For my heart ever grieveth. o'er childhood's 

hours: 
Sweetly gay rise the notes df the lover's guitar. 
As he greets his heart's bride io the valley cot aeart 
But, ah, all my songs of deUght are afari 
Like a spirtt'a voice headed on the banks of Zevere, 

How oft have I sat with sweet Inez upon 

Those rose-cushioned banks in pur being^s gay hours. 

And fancied delights ever Aew to be won 

In the great World of beauty and music and flowers 

How oft, O thou dear one ! I slumbered with thee 

In our moon-lighted bower in the spring of the year 

And heard the birds singiiig on ^ur apricot-trcTe 

When we woke to delight on the bank3 of Zevere ! 

How oft;en When nature in vain blocAied around 
I turned in my heart-stricken sorrow ta thee, 
And in vigil and penance and wearinesa ibundl 
Thy sweet love a solace and treasure to me ! v. 
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But, alas ! thou art dead, and I am alone. 
Far from all tk^X on earth or in heaven were dear ; 
Fare thee well, lovely Inez I dark shadows are thrown 
CKer our bower on the banks of the lonely Zevere« 

Julian had stood beside the bower, 

And heard, unseen, the mournful song* 

While every li^ushing, dewy flower 

Reproached him with fair Zulma's wrong^i 

But nature's voice, so soft, so still. 

Fails to overrule ambition's pride. 

Or with atoning sorrow fill 

A lordly heart unsancliifieiL 

Julian drew near and greeted fair 

The sad, forsaken, lovely maid, 

Andf eloquent fn praise and prayer, 

Reheaxsing all he oft had said, - 

Implored compliance wi^h his love, 

Acceptance of his .treasur^sr-aU— ^ 

And she should ever— ever prove 

The queen of banquet, bower and hall. 

And be his heart's eternar bride,. ' . 

His Kfe his sun, his hope, his heaven. 

And, when he gained his throne df pride, 

His royal naine should soon be given. ' 

But» while the Prince besought and prayedt 

How sat and looked the insulted maid 7 

Like her of Enna's rosy vale 

When wooed by him of Ac^heron ; . 

Her marble brow, her cheek so pale. 

Her tearful eye— all brightly sh^e 

With pride and shame, disdain and sooro» 

And thus*--^ Why was I ever bom 
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" So to be scoffed at ?" quick began 

The niin, while fierce her hot blood ran, 

And her small fornix dilating, grew 

Like towering aiigel on the view. 

"Prince Julian, cea^e ! I charge thee, cease ! 

** Are these thy notes of love and peace T 

"Art thou to be a nation's king ? 

" Thou — ^false, deluding, faithless thing ! 

'' The thoughts that lightened spifits high 

** In the old (fays of chivalry, 

•* Throw not a wandering gleam o'er thee, 

" Thou craven night of loselry ! 

** Yemeira is a noble name, 

•* And it can never be that fame 

** Should iZulma's memory link with shame* 

•* Shall I thy leman be ? O no f " 

" Never while I can wield a blow, ' 

" While poison drops or waters flow. 

"Rede thou a woman's spirit well . 

" Ere mock her thus with words from hell, 

** And know that virtue is het heaven, 

" To things like thee, oh, never given ! 

*'*.-*' # « '♦ 

.# ■ * , * ' ;• * • ♦ ■ ' ' • 

•• O Julian, Julian ! love like^ mine -. 

** Is quenchless, deathless, for 'tis pure ; ' 

•• E'en now it doth around thee twine 

•* Fondly, and dannot but endure 

'' The same as when thine eye first shone 

" O'er Ae same mirror as ihy own. 

"* Hadst thou been what I thought thee etni 

•* As knightly as thou wert aX first, 

*♦ Thou^ doomed to groan in poverty, 

** *Mid malice, misery, wrong and ill, ' 
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•* The slave of fear — a lord to nfe — 

** I would have loved— obeyed thee stilly 

** And, with luisorrowing brow and eye, 

^ Forsaken not and unforsaking, 

•* When /sleeping, kissed thy misery 

**^ Away, and sung to thee when waking. 

^ But these are dreams of passion yet . 

** Surviving wh%n its hope bath set ; 

** Vain mockeries of my bosom's sun, 

** Quenched ere his journey hath begun ! . 

^ I leave thee, Julian !. and be thou 

** Thy own just judge — ^ho worse ! and now-i^ 

*• There are thy gifts T — ^Prom neck of mow 

Her carcanet — and then her zone 

Of jewels and her chainsand rings 

She loosed and threw, disdainful, down ; 

^ There, Julian, take the gilded things, 

^ For whidi thou thought'st that I would sell 

^ My honour — and now fare thee well V 

Bewildered, lost in guilt and shame, 
And torrent passions wildly warring; 
Defied, despised in deed and name,^ 
Each wild-fire thought another marring ; 
.Prince Julian stood uomoviug. where, 
In all the grandeur of despair,. 
Zulma, like eippress throned in power- 
McNTB than desertied nun, had left 
Her lover in that sundering h^ur 
When her proud heart of hope was refk. 
Zulma had hurried from hisview^ 
Her £»rm of love, her voice, her smile* 
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No more enchantmeiit«o'er him threw**- 
No more his sorcows could beguile ; 
She had been hich^and wiw was not--* 
He had been hers in grief and woe — 
Now she had gone— ^to be fot^ot — 
And he was left alone to — ^ No ! 
** By Heaven ! it eannot» shdil not be i ^ 
** Crown, sceptre, kingdom — ^wha^ are, j# 
** To love and love's true paradise ? 
** The ^arth prefenred unto the slues ! 
•* Ambrose T " My lord P— ^ Caparison 
** The fleetest steed in all my stalls* v , 
** And bring the oonrser here^ anbnr^ 
^ And guard thou well the castle walls* 
** 1 will the maid regain or die, -■ 
** For Honour -is man's majesty T 
He vaulted on his gallant .steed. 
And vanisibed in the forest dun, 
Then rose the hiU, and o'er the mead 
Rushed 'neatb the last beam of the son. 
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* ^ 

- ■ ' " - ." ^ ' I. 

O LAUD of ray Mrthi thott fai^ world of tne West \ 
Wl1|i ^eedcrni and ^^017 and haj^iniess blest ! 
Thou nation n^pringing from forest and grove, 
like Sirisdom^s armed queen from the brain of high 

Jove ! ' 

Though thy winds are the- coldest th^ North ever 

blows. 
And thySnOuntains the drearest when covered with 

9nows; ^ ' ^ 

Tho* the warm fount of feeling is chilled wlule, it 

gushes. 
And pleaasure's stream frozen as brightly it rushes ; 
Tho* thy sons, }ike their clime, are oft chilling and rude 
And rough as the oak in their Own i)Qountain wood ; 
Yet I love thee, my country?" as fbndly as Ttell 
Loved the Alpine Republic- he rescued so well. , 
For thy yeomen can cihslte the winter-eve hearth, 
UndreacUng oppression, and talk of the Earth, 
Whose bosom yiields: nurture to father and son 
Leaving hearts pure mid gay w)ken the glad wc^k is 

done:' 
While the psans they shout over gforiear by^gone 
Are echoed by vtrtnes Ibr ever their own. 
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O thou home of the^ rover o'er ocean's rude tiravet 
Asylum of sorrow and fort of the brave ! 
Advance in thy glory o'er forest and sea. 
Unrivalled^ unconqueredy heroic and free ! 
Though the rose bloom and fade in its holi4ay hour, 
And the sUn-god is palled in his glory of power, 
Tho' winter^s cold breath blanch rthe blossoming voat 
Unlike the bright cUme where the sky ever glows, 
Yet tiiy virtues bend not to each soothing breeze. 
Whose syren song lures through the Soft shading trees 
Like the, gay, grovelling sons of the tropical cUme« 
Whose skies are all glory^— whose earth is all crime. 
None love thee so well as thy sons far. away, 
None bless thee more oft than the bard of tinB lay . 

The sunniest rose that ever blowed 

In velvet vale of soft Cashmer^ ; 

The loveliest light that ever glowed 

O'er heaven in spring-time of the year. 

Ne'er blushed and beamed more purely bright 

Than gentle Inez' sinless hear^ 

Upon that dread unholy night 

Whpn doomed with all it loved to part 

No spirit, gazing frpm above, 

With eyes impearled in pity's tears, . . 

Cherished more heavenly thoughts of love 

In glory's highest, bri^test spheres, 

Than that pure child, of love and light, 

l^ragged, 'neath tha covert of the night. 

To the dim arch'd refectory ; 

Where, telling fast their rosaries, - . . 

And lifting many a saintlike eye 

To heaven with muttered groans and nghs^ 
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The demon conclave met to doom 

To living grave, to breathing tomb» 

The apostate, sufTering^ dyings mm* 

The word hath parsed — ^the deed iadcue i . 

Ere mom gleami- throjigji the. pioti^ed glafls 

Of prison cell, or o'er the wall ... 

Of davk St Clara light doth pass^ 

Dimly and thick and sicke^ng, all 

Of that.dark bigot band,, save ofie^ 

Are kneeling at the tapered shrine,. 

Before the Omnis^eat's holy throne. 

Where every thought should be divine. 

To chant their impious, prayers to Hiiii, 

[n whose ereationrsearching eye 

Not even the heavenliest seraphim 

\re pure in theiiTgveat piety 1 

Alas ! (hat Heaven's moKt bleaied boon. 

Religion, breathing peace, aikd Icfve, 

In man's poHuted heart so soon 

The veriest cre^d of hell should ptoviD ! 

III. 

. ' • • • . 

Unseen, unfelt, unknown, .her fate . 

O'er the fair vestal's head had past. 

And she wad left atl deifelate-r 

The doom was sealed— ^the <lie waa east*?* 

^re,.waking from her dreadful dr^am, 

She faintly said-^** I heard a scream 

^Qf death, methought,;0 Dion I say 

** Ls Zulma safe 7" Then, as she lay 

Leaniiig agains|; tbedungeon wall* 

She tumed-^-gtoawed^-and fell back agais | 

"^ Oh, Dion I love ! oh, tell me all, 

9 
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•* Where — ^where is Zulma r-^Awful paia 
Came o'er her then and dimmed, the eye 
Of yesternight's dread memory*. . 
And through her sj^rit's drear opaque . 
She could not look-^^he c(mld not take 
Perception of her aigony ; 
She knew 'twas so — but how or why 
It baffled her delirious brain ~ t 
To .tell ;— *and then she thought again, \ 
And mo^ distinct her memory grew 
Of what had {mssedr-rand chill the. dew 
Of death hung on her writhen brow. 
Where love still shedits parting ^Ibw, . 
As dim she caught the past and gone ;. . 
Yet she could not^-H:he 4yii^ one, 
Hunk why she thus was left alone. 
She spake again, but faint^and low--^ 
** Dion ! thou hagt often said 
•* Thy love could master every woe, 
^ And o'er all griefs its radiano^shed'; ' ^ 
^ It cannot be that thou should'st now 
"Forsake thy love,^ forget thy vow-^ 
•* Now, when I feel-^-0 Dion^ come 
•* And bear nae hence— I must go home T ' 
She listened then for some iafntHsoUnd, 
And strove to rise and look around ; 
But all was midnight ^loom, and she 
^^Alone th^re in h^r a^pny. 
Still memory gathered link by link—- 
And still life's current quickly bled — 
With a death-thirst she longed to drink 
What flowed around her dungeon bed* 
She scooped the fluid in her hand. 
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And bore it to ber li|>s — *t wasblood ! 
And then ber-fipiritlcMst command - 
'Mid horror, gloom, and solHude, - 
While- thought, no words of -man can tell* 
O'er all the pdM began to swell,- . ' • • 
And well slici saw her hopeless docon. 
There burred in eternal ^oom. 
Whence shrillest shridt and wildest tsry 
Could never reach the shuddering sky. 
No missal there no^ clross had she,^ 
O'er which to breathe- her parting' breath ; 
To cheer her in her nusery, _ 

And obOinge to ^iss the pangs of dea^ ; 
For they had baniied the djring nua 
And barred redeefaaing penitence 1 . 
Demons ! their hajte her glory won-^ 
Her amidet.was innocenoe ! . 
^ malice works its. 0wh reward, 
And weakest proves ifdien mdst otf guards 
For never yet hyath hatred Wooght 
The deadly ruin which it sought, 
Untended by~a deadlier blow 
Than that which laid its victim low. 

A sound disturbed her solitude — ; ^ 
High chanting from the cJhapelry ; 
Like wailmgs firom a gloomy wood 
When echoed by a stormy sky,"^ 
The distant swell of cloister strain ' > 
And matin hymn came o'er her bram, , 
And roused to life her slumbering pain r 
It was her dirge — that morning song, 
And slowly rolled Ae notes along 
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The cypress groveeh— the .vaults — the celta— , 
Like murder's midnight grohn whicli ieUft . 
The fearful deed most fearfully ; 
And there the lively Inez lay > 

In stiffering's last extremity. 
While not a solitary ray- 
Of light relieved the bearl-folt gloom - 
That palled her spirit in the tomb. 
It was a mockery of her Woe— ^ 
The mast of hell yoUed out below— ,. 
That p»an, likeva death^doom sent < 
Through jGEurthest vault — ^through del^Mil etIL 
To agonize the punishment - ' 
Of the fair one Heaven lov^ so welL 
But oh, no fiend with thingl^ can c^w . 
Whom God hath left » their own will*-*- . . 
Giv^n o'er beyoM - all reach of hope,' 
At hate's hellniup to drink their fill $ 
The deadliest dwiony banned the, most. 
May fiH the a^chax^gel'd holiest tiutme 
Ere miurtal once^MbrlBver lest. 
Can for bis damning deeds atone. 
The light of heaven may b^am o^er heU 
Dimly and touch the apostate there ;. . 
But man* abandoned, bids farewell 
To hope, and weds his own d^pair. - : . 

' ' ' ' ■ ■. 

Another sound the stillness broke, 
Anid Inez* bleeding heart iawdce. 
It was the wailing of a dbve,^ 
The death-song of a simple bird ' 
(yer her who died for heaven a^ love. 
And gladljr were th% «>ft notes hMrd. 
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Perched on a cypress o-^r her ceU» . 

The bird hailed not ther glorioos mm, 

But sadly sung the last farewell 

Of the pore, sweet, ej^iring nan, - 

To earth and earthly sins and woes ^ 

And life so early in its close. ' *. ^ ^ 

As Inez litten^ to the strain. 

And longed to waft it back agaiiiy 

The shade ofdeaA was in, her ^6, * 

The pulses of her being beat 

Faintly, and death's last agony 

Came o'er her like a shadcrvry blocai^ 

A soft voice steiiling from the tomb, ^ 

A light to guide the parting j^iiit 

Beyond the- woes fliai all inherit. . - 

Feebly she sunk^he crimson tide , ^ 

Qushed forth no ,more--'4ii6r'hBecrt wltt utiU 9 

Yet her lips trembled as &» died^^— 

** Dion-r-jTorgive^-^iy wroe^ T and 'tiU ' 

Her features sunk coflapsed in 6^ah 

That name was breathed With every htoatk 
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A taper gleams amid the gloom 
A white-robed form apfvoaches 
It pauses by the dimgeon tomt^^ 
And listeiMi tensely an in. fear, 
Or hope — and now it m«ves a^^in 
And Ufts th^ iron-bolted grate, 
And gases o'er the cell of pain. 
Doubting its lovely tenant's fate. 
Demon ! go in— ^thy victim's ^one ! 
Unseen, un h — g4 like ^?qilt afoM» 

9i» 
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Glotilde doth listen there awhile, . . 

And then descends — and with a smile 

Deadly and dark moves roond the corse^ j 

Whose features are an angel's still., 

" Dead ? — ^Ay, 'tis well — it had beeti worse 

"^ Had justice hajf foiftlled my will 

** Or hadst t^ou lived till qow !" — She ton^ . 

The lovely vestal's body o'er, 

And laughed aloud ; and then she i^>urBed 

The <sorse upon its gory floor, 

And smiled as if she gave it pain ; . ^ 

And then she raised the beauteous nun-— *; 

^ Ay, 'tis a blessed fate, sweet^one ! . . * 

"* That thou hast wrotight thyself*-*agidn . . 

''.Thou yrould'st not do; the deed P She tiirew 

The pale, bold cc^rse in. sconi iaway, 

And yet more dao^k her features grew, - 

As death had robbed h^r of her prey ; • 

And still she stood, with fiend-like eye. 

Revelling in hatred's denkon feast, .... 

And with low curfeie and muttered cry 

Banning e'en Him who had released 

The vestal from Her tieadly power 

And raided the soul to Edi^n's bower. 

When a loud crash rose 4ugh-*And:far 

The echo as of boH and bar 

Shooting, w^it forth I — 'Where aH thou now. 

Proud abbess 7 Ah I thou soon wilt know I 

The iron portal to l^e cell, 

The lifted grate had fallen — -how ^ 

It nought avails for pie to tell ; 

Perchance, the wind, had laid it low,. 

Or death-winged angel might have thro^ 

The dreadful bars in anger down, 
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Eternal justice to diBpeqae 

Ta suffermg, murdered inuooeiica. 

Howe'er it was-^proud Clotilde there 

Was doomed to perish with the .de^ 

In silence, darlmess and despair,. 

And. meet the fate her sentence said. 

There could be no relief — no, none — ^ * 

She had gone forth, uuse^ alone, - . 

And from that sub^eirraneau cell. 

No cry arose to human ear ; 

It wafs a dai^ monastic hell, - 

Beyond hope'u sun-illumined sphere. 

She shook the bars — ^but they vere.faijt-^-. 

She dirieked^but echp mocked her pain ; 

^le gazed around — but shadows past. . 

like fiends^and sh^e sunk down again% 

And then .remorse was leagued with fear, 

And both like vipers gnawed her heart ; ^ 

And horrid sounds were in her ear 

That cried^-*^ What dost thou here ? depart! 

** Seek Aou the h^l of ^hy cUtrk^creed* 

^ Thine be the doom thou hast assigned, 

** The unpitying bigot'^ bitter meed, 

^ The quenchless ruiifis of the. mind I . . 

** Depart ! .depart T hovf awful e*er 

Is guilt when phrenzied by its fear 1 

vu. 

» 

Uttshrived, she there must die in all 

Heir unforgiyen guUt and woe ; 

On either side a dung^resi wall, ^ 

And wrath above ^tn^ death below, . \ 

Unsoothed, unpitied aud . alone, 

Without a single orison* 
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Without a tear to mouni her tattf 

Or look of grief compassionate, 

Or holy right or orris pall 

Or requiem chanted forth by all 

The holy vestal sisterhood. 

Who round her erf^ ftdmlring aftood 

As if St. Marie had been given- 

To them in other fortn fit)m heaven. ' - 

But such be guilt's dark fate for e'er ! 

She there must perish: dust to dust, 

Unshriven in the dungeon drear. 

Accursed below — aioftong the Jui^l 

All entrance banned eternally I 

Now guilt forestalled, redemplioif s h<yari» 

And madness sprung from ngottf ! ~ 

Darkly the storm of miisery iow^re^ 

And darker yet it soon shall be ; 

For Sin uprecurs her giant form 

And mad Remorse, her spectre, standi 

Gashed by 'the fangs of guilt's dark worm, * 

Lifting on high his gory" hands 

To warn too late — ^to tell at last 

The victim that her day hath past. 

And yet more awful tfabiights arise 

More fearful shadows Ibltot hS tiew, ' 

And wilder are her eichoed tcriM, 

And colder is the dungeqn-dew. ^ ^ 

; vln.- 

Time flies-^strength fai|s — ^but mi&dni^ss gro^ni' 
Stronger and darker in its mood, 
And fevered Fear delirious throwTs,- 
Cer all the gloom a robe of blood :' 
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And now she sinks besidjs Idke nrai,^ 
There like a song-lulled angel skepu^;» 
And smiling as her woes w^re do^ 
And she in. heaven iferevigjis. keeping. •, 
Skte. starts as if an adder titung I 
A demon voice of mirth had mng 
ThrougliL all the chambers of hor bsaia^ 
Kbe listens — nowit-oomeis again^ 
Blended with langlrter wild and rids* 
And echoes throiiigh'the iatal cisll, . 
And cries atoud-^'^ Thy soiir4EkiBEiiiiied 
^ With blood of inBooence; — ^^tviwell, 
** Thitt on 4;hy. victim^'s lifeless 4irea0t 
^ Thou should'st sink in jetemal rest T 
Her mamae heart oottld bear no moret 
The last extrei^ty Itttd otkHM ; . 
She grovelled on th& odd earth floor 

In speechless anguMna^t her. doOtt; 
Gazed with a ftiadden'd eyCf tluittold 
What horror^ o-er her bosom rolled, 
Upon the nun who slept asi still 
As infaiit that has. di^nk its fill ^ 
Then, with a shriek tbat. might appal 
The fiend» agamst tke.dnngeen wail 
Dashed headlong — groibiied and died k-— * 
The moare than mortal mShmg. 
Alas 1 1 Would it.wiire'fte JasA I < 

Bat earthly minstrel likte ndt^sing - 
Of fS&tes beyond the Jfortbeflt.kM 
Of starry-eyed fibilosfifd^y 4 
ABiongjOie abodes of !miMrtal*m«i 
He finds enongh of maUfffy 


106 TllS SISTB1I8 OF gAIIfT; CMsAMA*- 

To breiUc the heart and raok the brain 
That feels or thinjkii oC human pain. 
Her fate hath past— 4ier soul halii fledt-^' 

And peace attendi the voiceless Dead 1 

• •• 

Life scarce had .parted- and her fate ^ 

Passed e'er the haughty abbess th^^ > 

Ere steps approached the iFon^gratey . 

And voices, ^ in last despair. 

Echoed «bove the fatal c6lL^ 

The portal's raised and they descend^ . .^ 

The sbterhood. — ^Now note ye wc^ll, 

Fair vestals ! ere ye vreen to wend -^ . . 

In sini's broad pstth, sin^ weful end ! 

The highest bliss of heayen ma]^ jntovo 

The bitterest dreg in misery's cup, 

And spirits bora of heaven and love ' 

By guilt be lost and given up 

To state abhoning and abhorred — ' 

And not adoring and adored I; 

Long was the anxious search and quest . 

Ere they could trace their igibbess tfaere^. 

And anguish searched full maity.a breast 

As they stood gazing in* despaeilr * 

On murdered and on murderess. 

I pause not now to paint the scenio*-^ 

The natural ills of life suffice 

To fill with tears the sternest eyes. 

When thought retraces what hath beeut 

To gloom the heart tiid dotid the way 

That shone so brightly yeslerdity 
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Together iirom the dmigeon cell 

The pones were in siieiiQe borne. 

While lingering -tolled the funeral knellt 

And sullen echoes moftued forioni ; 

And shrouded in their yestmei^ts white. 

They li^d ti»em ^de by^side^ and kept 

Their vigils through the livelong night. 

While bredtfalessl}^ the.de^ mies s^pt, 

As softly as twowfants, boni 

Perchaneet to be each othesr^s scorn I 

The wakeful sisten^ watched alone^ 

And many a holy rite^was done v 

To foil the fiend atid^save the soul ' 

Of her who once held high control 

O'er penance steriQL €uid vow austere^ 

For many a- long and sinful, year. 

The lovely iniio<)ent that there \ 

Too holy "Was for grief or prayer* 

Lay. like a picture of the biest^ — 

*Twas her last hoiu**and loveliest J 

They watched-^they prayed — ^nigfat waned and mofB» 

Like holy hope i^ ]Bden "bom. 

Blushed the stained ^ass and easement through, 

And^ve the gloomy scene to view. 

To die^-to feel the spirit fainting 
In the mapsions of the breast. 
While yet the vivid eye is planting 
Life ami vigor unpossei^ed ;< 
To see the mortal frame decaying, 
.The temple's pillars breaking d^wn, 
Aiidlaiow:ihe 4m>uI will soon be strag^ing 
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Over climes and realms unknown ; 
While warm affection hovers o-er f " 
The couch of death, with wailing prayer 
Imploring lengthened life once more ■' 
In all the angmsh of desjfmir ; 
And we behold tod feel and know 
All that is felt fo^ tts find yet 
Beside perceive the overthisow 
Of hopes on which the heart is Set, 
And picture in our d^ng hour ^ . '^ 
Anguish unknown til'l we are destd. 
And conscious, hopeless misery's power^ 
And tears from being's fountains shed^^ 
Oh, 'tis a time, an hour of gloom 
Worse than the midnight of the tomb { ' 
But, ah, 'tis worse to think that we. 
The proud, high, sentient lords of earth 
Must moulder into dust and be 
Or clay or notliing ! At our birth' 
It was decreed that we 'should ^e, 
Brit ndt Ihat we should totting lie 
With every foul and loathsonre thing ' 
Blending our ashes.-^Fling, oh,' fling 
My corse in ocearfs booming wave; 
Or bum it on the funeral pyre, 
But lay it not in reeking graVe 
To glimmer with corruption's 'fire f 
St. Clara's funeral bell is knelHng 
With the solemn t^ce of death, 
And far the mournful notes are criv^IKng 
While from postern ftir beneatth 
Issue the white-rebed virgih train, " 
Chanting low the requiem Mrttln 
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Over the dark and dismal tomb 

Of one in being's T#se»te Uooau 

And one in sallow ivilhered a^f 

Departed from lift^s tragie stage. 

Where sorrow never wakes to weep^ ^ 

And ill and wveAg^distKacI no tt(Ore« 

And homeless wanderers ^sweetly.slecp^ 

And hate and pride and paan^aihe q'€^» 

They lay the vestal^ finally. . 

Above, them waves a cypress' tree, 

Intwined with briar and roseihai^, 

And round th^m sleep the mighty deM, 

Who oenturies since forever fled; ' 

A silent nation gone' — alas I 

Wh^re living thought can never pass. 

The cere^sonial pomp is fast . 

The vestals vanish, cfne by one — [ 

The holy father is the last, / 

And even he hath slowly gone. 

And stillness reigns o'er atl the Stsene^ 

That is so peaceful and serene ; 

A stillness greatly eloquent 

When pious spirits bow and f^el 

Delicious melancholy, sent 

From heaven o'^r all their being steal 

With purifying bifeathings mild ; 

And they beconie like little cMlfi 

Gentle and docile, purely good. 

In their communing ^dlitnd^, 

And look from earth to heaven with eye. 

Of sage reflecting piety, 

Comparing man's allotment here 

With glories of a brighter spheres 

10 
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O Love ! the Holiest name in heaven» 
The purest, sweetestthing below I ^ . 
Why are thy joys to torture given * 
Thy rapture's unto wailing woe ? 
Why should thy fondest voiaiies protw* ' 
Faithful even unfto death in vain f ^ 

Or why, despite thy vows, O Love ! 
Should all thy blisses close in paint ' 

No voice W8k8 heard — ^&o forat was seen 

Within the churchyard's loftelylxmnd^. 

And Dion, from his weedy screen. 

Rose mournfully and gazed around. 

Long had he watched. each lone — ^lone.hpui 

For some faint note of jay or grief; 

'Till destiny's most dreaded power 

To him had almost been relief. 

But nought allayed his dreietd su£ipense^ 

'Till Inez and hfer murderess , 

Were borne to that lone, mansion whence 

No.tenant.ev.r found egre^ ., r 
ThenjBashed the whole revealment dire 
O'er Dion's burning heart and brain. 
And death beea^e a wild desire^ . 
A refuge from his penal pain. 
With rolling eye, apd brow of gloom, 
And pallid cheek and tarembling tread* 
Dion approached the robbing tomb - . 
Wbere Inez slept among the de^ 
And bowed his throbbing head upon 
The dark funereal tablet stone 
Despairingly, while forth his tears 
Unbidden gushed.-^'' In youthful veajri 
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^ I little racked of fi^ like this ; 

** I thoaght the WOTld was Ml of bliai 

^ And man most blessed in lifSs — ^Alas I 

^ I am Hot now tbe ikdng I was ; 

^ And n€Haght remains for me to dare ^ ^ 

** But misery, raadneiM and despair ; 

^ The darkness of a breast that bleeds ' 

^ Cyer the wild tbooght of damning deed% 

** The doom that ne Ver wilT depart 

^ From the dim mansions of liie heasrt'' 

He drew his poniard, looked oil U^b 

For the last time with gleaming eye, 

Then laid him down the grave b^de 

And clove his heart ! The purple tide 

Gushed like a torrent and-^e di^d I 

The last glance ^f his spirit faming 

To her for whcon his heart was burning. 

xii> • 

The antwnnal snn's rich e veniiig beams 

Blush o'er Gantabria'd billowy sea, 

And Lusian fields and groves and streams^ 

Like angel eoniles, celestially ; 

And clustering vines hang purpting o'er 

The shrubbery-mantled paliseuie. 

And golden orat^e* cypress 4loar, 

And cork-tree rough, and. yew, w^cMse shade 

The dead alone doth canopy. 

And sunken glen and dim defile, 

Alike in nature's bounties ^e, 

Return the soul-inspiring smile 

Of Autumn— queen-^use of the heart i . 

And as soft evening's hues depart, 
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Like holy hopes that 'smile in deail^, 
Apd twiUght robes the fidiag Ay . 
With beauty felt, not «eea— beneath 
The spreading palm, the lover'4iftye 
Bums as he tunes, his BoOt g^^b^^ , 
And sees his own 'dear nK&id afar» - 
Approaching her roBe-wovea bower 
^o selemniae love's eiacved hour. 
And lordly prince and shepherd hin4, 
And lady proud and. simpliB maid 
Ei\foy alike the season kiad» 
When flowers grow lovelier as they tadto* 
Eve shadows diia the varied seenot 
And the calm snidigfat. wa^nes away*. 
While oae lone dead of lustre sheen ^ 
Still wears the rays ot partis^ day* 
And hangs upon the zenith sky. 

Like hope the sad heart lingering by. 

• 

Looming in shadowy, twiiii^ >oW ' 

Tajo's broad bay afar is seen. 

Scudding toward the Lusiaa'nlMPe, 

A quick, unladen farigantine ; . 

And now it grows- upon the ey^« 

White sail, dark hulk,, and swainlike pimr > 

And swells upon the evening sky i 

Like castle turret^d with snow ; 

And fliU the hushing wake is beards < . . 

Blent with command's shrill-attered woidf 

And many a heart throbs fondly new 

To meet its loves and &ad its biimot 

As the light vessel crincUes slpw 

The waters whieb no longer foam* 
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The brigantine is moored^— tte crew 
Are 1>a8y9 boisterous, gbtd and gaj^ 
And jovial crowds' are there; — but who . 
Through the dense throng malces rafiid way 
With looks so proudly deflate 1 
*Tis 2uLiiA, who hath bofne her fate . ' < 
And yet will bear 'till being^s close, . 

All she hath lovt and still can lose,. ^ ^ 
With an unshrinking spirit none 
Can tame or crash ;^-4he. is al^ie 
In desolation — ;but she-bears 
Her lofty l^ow unblancbed,. and throws 
Around an eye undimned by tears, 
And, as she hurriea <ni, she grows 
Stronger, as if her iq>irit stood . 
Prepared for woe of .all degree, 
And agony and sdiitude, 
And horror, and d^ep misery. 
With hurried step jthougb teal^less ejre. 
She came, where still the massy toweiis 
Of her own convent jwse before her 
And cast time's deepened shadows o'er her* 
From many- a tongue too soon sh^ l^ard 
The fatal stcay i)f the pa^, - . , . 
Told toa with many a needless word^ 
That fell like Lybia's jdesert blast 
Zulma shrinked not, ]but fiercely rolled 
O'er brain and heart;. the^ wpr8t-*4he last- 
Wild storm of ruin ; hope fell dead^ * 
And her high spirit 'nesith'its own ^ 
Intensity was <)rushed i lihe -said 
Nothing respcmsiye-^^igfa nor gr^^Mi, . 
Nor scream nor cry wM hoards sha tk^w 

10* 
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Her bleeding eye to heaven and bowed 

A moment as in prayer — ihen grew 

Like desperation -eafan. — ^A crowd, ". . 

As toward St. Clara's towers she went. 

Followed in mute astonishment. 

T^at she should .thus defy despair 

And her oM^n certain rain dare. 

Soon ceased their marvel— ^Zulma came -' 

Beneath the window of her c^, . 

And upward ^azed — and sighed, the name^ 

The memory of the victim nun, 

The loved, the lost, the lonely one. 

Who shed o'er life the only ispell 

The true heart loves and prizes well. 

And as she gazed with mournful eye r ; 

On dusky, wall and cypress grove-. 

The soul whose pride ^outd never die, 

The spirit of immortal love 

That never sheds a human tear. 

Was journeying to a holier sphere.. 

xiv.' 

** Jesu Maria I who art thquT 
^ Christ and the Virgin shield us no^ f* 
A war^steed dashes through the throfig** 
A horseman leaps upon the- ground, 
And rushes like a mani^ strong ; 

Toward dying Zulma, while around r 
Gather the crowd to m^k the^cene— . 
For one so mournful ne'er had been. 
Zulma kK)ked up-— •a faint smile passed* 
Like silvery mo^n4>eam on the wave, 
O^er lip and eye and then it oavt 
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Behind the death hae of the grave. 

Low bowed the horseman^ Joliaiit tiiere* 

And fearful was his agony r ^ _ 

He kneeledt like statne of deq>air» 

In hopeless; speechless nus^ry ;. ; 

But -qqlvering. lips aodboming brow 

Were worse than vain and- idle now*. . 

*" Znhna 'Whe said at Ustt but wild 

Came tiien the memory of »his shame, 

And Zulma's eye so proudly smiled 

He trembled but to speak her name. 

For she was calm as all vfkxi$t be> 

Who triumph o^er the demon-^man. 

And' hdd their pride and purity 

Above corruption's blight a.nd bflmn. 

But life was ebbing fast away 

From Zulma's-I^^ken heart and now, 

While yet was left a oonscious^ray 

Or never more has words must fl9W. 

He spake at lastr— his words were few 

But full of dark remprseful power, f . , 

The ottt»pourings of the soul's mildew, . 

That taints eaich Jovely l^looming flower, 

lif akmg all life a waste l*r-The fire 

Of being, that had sunk and waned 

In Zulma'js bpsom, burned again 

Brightly a moment, and there .reigned . ^ - 

A majesty 'imd all her pain 

That daunted Julian, as she strqve . 

To rise upon a maiden's breast ; — 

H Prince Julian ! t^at thou had'st my \or% 

^ And that in thine I was most blest, 

^ 'Tis bootless now to oMm ; ray doom 
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** Is seated forever sltA tbi^ t<mib 
" Must be the resting-pkiee of one 
** Who once — ^who yet loves thee :alpae ; 
" Thou hast my pardon while I live-^ 
** Forgive thyself as I forgive /** 
Backward she fell-^^iht gteW her brMth* 
Life left her cheek, hfiir bpow^ her «fe 4 - 
Slow o'er her heai't oame chitKntg deathr^ 
Zulma is in etermly { 


nMMAM^P 


THE HOUR AT WILL 

PAET L. ... 

Tib only when the heat and dust and toil 
Of day have passed, my better lieart can smile » 
'Tis only when in weariness and pain«^ 
My task hath ceased to bind my di2zy brain. 
That gentler thoughts and. holier feelings cmne 
Like angel visitants, and guide 'me home— .^ 
Hqme to the hallowed temple of the mind, 
Where heaven's own musip rolls upon the Wind. 
And, oh, while wandering 'mid the cold and low, 
And mockmg Mammon with a sinile and bow, 

r 

While doomed to wear o'er dee'p cotitempt,' applatnoi 
And crush my nature 'neath the worttfs vain* laws,^ 
How, like a lost child, seeking home oncetnore^ 
My bosom brighteps,' and my soul dotJi soar) 
How, like the eagle of my nativfe clime. 
Genius aspires l>eyond the reach of Time 1 
Then for a moment, glad oblivion throws 
Its deep veil o'er my trials and toy woei^ 


TUB HOUR AT \9lhlm 117 

And trickling touches of a kindlier mood, * 
Like summer evening o'er the ancient wood, 
Soothe ewil passions, lull the heart to re«t» 
And blend the^spirit .with the pure, and blests 
And I forget that Fortune is liiy foe,. 
And Man J;he fiend that reigns in hiunan woe i 
That lin^jai hatred o'er my c^ldhood spread 
The gloom, though not the slumber of the doad. 
And yet prevails to sadden e¥.ery scene. 
Where hop^ and loye and loveliness have been. .. 
All these pass from me in the hour of pride, 
Like smoulderii^ i^recksdowh ocean^s billowy tide* 
With downcast eyes and tiar'd head declin'dt ^ 
His gold- wrought purple floating in the wind, 
Gfaxing on valley^ for^t, stream and floods 
Against a rock the Persian monarch stood ; . . > 
While, fiur- below, , his vassal millions' lay 
Like bfistUng tigers tsoucbant for their. pray, , 
Ardent as eagles,, joyous as the lark 
Whose music melti^ along the sflvery dark, 
Pull'of high hope of conquest^ power andiamey'— - 
That golden shroud for every mortal name 1 
And, as he gazed up<m this pomp* of power 
One tramp JEiad aun^mon'd to his palace bower^ — . 
The haughty Despot Krept that Time should c^ 
Their nappes, like ashes, on the fire- winged blast, 
That) ere three-score of hmtying years went by. 
His glorioiis niiliions,--«eaeh ^d till would die 1 
Each for himself, {diilosopher or bard, . 
Mujst toil onofaeered and be his own reward 
Through evils conntless as the midnight dews-v*- 
The victim yotaiy of ihe'thrilUess miase-r- 
Till bursts tb» aliii «f Fame^sr^oieing dajf. 
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And the hours bloi^som like the buds of May. 
And Youth's dim hope otit-blazesr like a star 
High throned hi heaven and gleaming from afar« 
And flatterers crawl around the ionour^d one 
Mocked when obscure and trampled whefi unknown t 
What recks the world-^Hstem^ hecughty and aiusterd — 
From whose swoln eye slow drops the undried teart^ 
What recks the world if dare and grief assail • , 
The heart that suffei^ though it will not qnail? 
If doubt and darkness gather round his way» 
Whose spirit reVels in the light of day ? 
If, poor* and friehdiess, Gtolus mtist ]submit 
And panier^d dullness crush the choiscst wit 7 
If earth becomes, by man's inhuman guile, ■ -<• 
A hell, the deeper that the sun-beams smile'f 
And Mind, new lighted at the throni^ of God, 
Darken and sink and minglie with the sod T ' 
What recks the world, ere wakes the son of Fame. ^ 
Who blights and execrates' an unknown name t 
Or who bands forth a menial miscreant host 
And trlamphs o'er ikrchangel spirits lost ? ' 
— ^Dark are the shades that cloud thy moHal hours ' 
Poor lonely wanderer from elysian bdwers, - 
And few liie joys, earth's silken nans possess, 
Light the wild horrons of thy wilderness \ 

As sable clouds along the* evening sky / 
Glow with the glories of tine sunHi bright-eye. 
So the dull toils of daily life assume, 
When Greaitts smites, the beauty^ and- the bloom 
Of unseen realms, where holiest spirits sing 
'Mid the fair ^afdens of an endless spiring. ' 
Few and uncertain ^mid the cares^of life» * . 
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The siii, t&e sorrow, and the hate aod strife, 

Are the brief hours devoted to the shrine 

Of Love, ^hose pvirest worship is divine. 

But these quick moments gladden and uplift, 

And bear us throu|^ the sublety and thrift. 

Hie coldness, darkness, solitude and want, 

The woes that wither though they cannot daunt, 

Raise and refine the grovelling^ works of man. 

And lead us back wliere Life in Love began. 

Like eummer showers, when wanes the burning day. 

These hours of pride, athwart our weaiy way, 

Gleam with a mellow gladness and repose. 

That strengthen bleeding hearts' to bear their woeb. 

And through all wrong and evil guide us, on. 

Though poor yet proud„ though friendless not al<yne. 

Then fruit and blossom mingle on each tree, 

Thejsoul soars gladly and the heart is free ; 

Soft airs float by with music on their wings, 

And the lyre* warbles from a thousand strings ; 

The heart's best feelings — all the jojrs of youth. 

Dreams in the green- woodr^hope and love and truth. 

Thoughts by lone fountains, in their freshest bloom. 

And chastened sorrow o'er a^ection^s tbmb^ 

All — all come back and win Hip soul afar 

From earth's dark galley toil und rankling war. 

Gild the dense gloom of error, fraud and sin, 

And crown the altar of the heart within. 

Tet, like wild lightmng lifting, fold on fold^ 
Such ttwftil gloom as wrapt the world of pld^ 
To show how green and beautiful beneath 
Tke earth lies covered with the veil of dea^, 
These high reveftln^ents mock the dazxled 
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Leave, as tbey vanish* deepei',gk>om behi&<^ 

Melt the touched heart that should be proud and st«ni» 

Andy like frankineense gashing from an nniy 

O'erpower the vision, that shoold-settle on 

The thin cold ashes, of the dead alone. 

With feeliiigs porifled and sense^refined 

And the veil'>d glories of a mighty ^mind^ 

The bard goe)» forth; froiA solitude sublimei . - 

To meet and igrapple with a world of orimt^ 

like a Jbright scoraph in ^some diiitantstaer . 

To feel his q>irit with his fate at war, , 

To know his g^atness and to,bea;^ the ^om 

Of the miscreant menials on the dung-hill boirUfr 

To witik abroad, with radiant Genius orowned, - 

Whik crowded solitude hangs coldly rottnd. 

And seek, onc^ m<»re, the rnqse's lonely rpom, . 

And sigh to iink to timnber in the taomb^l 

Such is, hath been, wUl be the dpom of minimi • 

lliat cMt ihdir giopi0s in the world'a vain wind* I 

PART 11./ ' \ 

Stars of the heart F immortal lights^ that glow > 
Along life's lone and weary way of wo^ 
That lengthens, lingers like^a pilgrim vowed 
To sonie far sltfine he parts from in his diroud^ ' 
How soft and soothingly ye come and spread 
A blooming veil around the changed and dead, 
Like the, faint mind, inqiire each drooping tiboag^ 
And hymn the magic beauty ye hav€^ wvougfaft 1 
There's not a desert on the Earth «io drear^ 
But fountcdna Mnoetimev gush aU gnm^e near ; 
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There's not a wilderness so sad and lone 
Without its dweller and a kind^^ one ; 
There's not an iceberg £n the arctic sea, 
But bears life, fedling, joy and liberty ; 
And every heart, however worn and lost 
To aU it loved and idolized the most, 
However piet'ced and manacled, and cast 
A wreck and rajn on life's dewless waste-^ 
Against the storm of grief may still bear tip» 
Though it hath drained affliction's poison CQJy, 
And smile oft-times and blend its wdiited powers 
With minds unknown in childhood's leafy bowers, 
Iduch Nature's^ bestM; while life pi^vails, there's hope^ 
And strength still given with despair to c6p^-^ 
Dbsvau I oft uttered in a reckless mood. 
By earth's victims never understood. 
The grim, gaunt t)nrant' of the fiends teho fill, 
Bom of Remorse — the quenchless fires of hell I 
From bosoms^ dark and rugged gushes forth 
Full many a stream to fertilize the Earth, 
As from the black rock of the desert poured 
The clear cold watiers while the host adored ; 
And they, who walk in wisdom and in truth, 
May oft, 'mid strangers, drink the joys of youth. 
And find their sojourn gladdened by some voice, 
That bids the fainting and sick heart rejoice. 
Good, through victorious evil, oft appears,' 
Justice may mark the guiltless suppliant's tears, 
Hope may rejoice in happier days to come. 
And trutli leave not the world in utter gloom. 
Man clings to man through evely wo and wrongs 
And woman wins the daring and the strong. 
To all, on whom the heartless world hath laid 
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Its ba&— to all GOBfiding and betrayed 
By seipent lures, repnlied and ca«t aside 
By the red Moloch hand of xftenial pride-*- 
How bright, how cheeringly — the world fivgotr 
And all the evils of the poor man's lot*^ 
hored faces smile around their h(»ne of Love, 
Loved voices breathe the gladness of the Dove, 
And sooth the angoish of proad spiritii stirred* 
By the soft magic of a gentle word I . 
Passions as dire aa.winds in wildest Wrath . 
And desolating as the lava's path, -. ^ 
Sink into slumber, broken and subdued 
By the low .voice of Love's sweet solitude. 
Deep hate and wild revenge have oft fcNregone 
Their fixed resolves while some beloved ope. 
With few kind words and one ambrosinL kiss,. 
Filled a dark bosom with a seraph's bliss. 
Lavra, manners, morals fmd traditions old, 
And customs antique as the banner's fold. 
Fortune and faithr— dominicm, pride, and power. 
And all ihn$ magnifies man's scepter'd hour. 
Rose up, like spectres, when in secret spoke . . 
Womanr-^and forth the Persian edict broke I 
When War's deep trump. awoke the world to arms^ 
Search out the cause in woman's fatal charms I 
When peace flies smiling o'ei; the bloomy i^alnu 
Lo I angel love directs the monarch's helm I 
When the fierce Bandit leaves the work of death. 
His wrong'd heart melts beneath afiection's breath; 
When the blest Sabbath o'er the city throws. 
A cheerful sanctity and huidied repose. 
Gaze on the mother when her children kneel — 
Few wcMTship God — ^but every heart can feel ! 
Whan drops the dagger from the madman's graan^ 
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Who fokb his wiithing Ibrm in love^ iywii elasp^ 
And with prophetic vows and bnming tears. 
Leads mind to triumph in the eoming yMjrsT 
Who on the Statesman^ in his 4ioasehold bowen^ - 
Bestows the tenderness of youtiiltd hours. 
And pillows on her.breast the mighty mind 
Reveredf admired, and dreaded by mankind 7 
Who diietd tjie weakness, guide tiie seomfiiil ptide^ 
A^dsooths-Hleserted.by the world besid^-r- 
Thb bitter soirrows of ambition thrown 
On the dark desert of deqpair alone? 
Who casts o'er rained hope and glory pasded 
Verdure that breathes and blossoms o'er the wisle t 
Who, like the sonset^of an aotUHm .even. 
Gives unto Earth the glorious light of heaven f 
Woman* devoted, dieerful and serene, 
lives in all laws' and blends with every soenot 
Pours proud ambition through each burning vein* 
And* tends the soldier on the battle plain ; 
iGrives to the poet aH his might of mind, v ' 
And gilds die desert fcmcy leaves behind ; « 
UpHfts the &ieble, qtiells.the ditiring, throws 
The hues of hei^ven o'er all deq[KMiding woes, 
Moves upon earth the pilgrim bound to love. 
And mounts, aseraph, to her God above I 

Oft, when foisaken, trampled and reviled 
While <m my solitude no ey^ hath smiied. 
When left to breast and buffet, as I might, 
The faithless billows 'Of a stormy nighty-* 
Oft have i found in one b«nde me now, 
(Her of the stimry eye and sunny brow) 
A tender solace and a jnild content 
Karth could not give with all her blamfiduBonl; 
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And sbr hath t^e^d me willr a spkit fM6 
To range the realms of high philosophy, . 
A heart imbued -with swii ethereal power 
As wraps the snint in his sublimest hour, ^ 
While her fair features^ soft, as twilight's gosh. 
Lightened and flashed* and, with a solemn nids» 
Her words ci trath and hope add lave <$ame o'ei . 
My hdart, like moonlight an a. r6ek*-]^4irr^d shov#k 
And I have bom the coward's dark^attattk. 
Hate's dungeon ordeal, envy'ji midnight . rac^ 
The scorn of fools, the vayingft ofthe vi^' 
Hie branded £ri9n's hypooritte smile, } 
The altered ey# of firi^Nids, the sapient sawe - 
Of dotard pedants, and the moral Jaws 
Of convf ots guiltier thaH the dungeon celt 
E'er held in chains, or deepest vault in heUk- , . 
With a cahtt eye^ a ccmseioos .brow that threw 
The rq^ile back to feed on demon dew^ 
For still the angel of my pathway said - . 
••'Twere just — ^hut <*, strike not the s^pent dead ^ 
** He bears a death-?^a living seorptcm death 
** In every pidse Midveinr and thought and breath, 
^ Leave htm ihe deem thy righteous handwimldeiK 
** Leave him on eaarth without a single fiiead IT 
Shall I not praise the wise and wtnmng^art ; ^ 
That drew the lightning from my burning heart T 
Shall I not feel 9» time leaves aU my fitee 
In the oblivion of ttnblest repose, 
And on our mingled tidei&.of being rua ^ ^ ^ 
In little channela glancing to the sun, 
That wisdom dwells with loveliness and givee 
A hallowed pleasure, to our troubled lives, 
A conscious trust of happier days in store, - 
For hearts undoubting, that in ^ef adore f 


Without a fear that tmth will not prevail, 
Without a glance at slander^s thrice-forged tale. 
Prizing heavenly gifts too high to boast or yaimt» 
Feeling a heart that danger cannot dauiit, 
Attd^ with contempt meffable and strong. 
Beholding rioters in human wrong, 
With thee, iny bride !— and thee, my bright«eyed boy I 
I share my sorrow-^ye partake my joy. ^ 
Earth holds a home and coming time a name. 
That may^QOt vajiish from the roll of Fame I 
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THE MATH SCENE. 

GLtmnitiira amid the shadowy shapes that ftoat 

In sickly Fancy's vision o'er the walte 

(X DeathV lone room, the trembling taper boms 

Dinaily, and guides my fearful eye to trace ^ 

Th6 wajadering traok of parting life upon 

The boming brow and sallow cheek of Imn 

Wiiose smile was paradise to me and mine. 

The autumnal Wind breathes pautingly and comes 

With hollow sighs through yon high window o'er 

Thy feverish bonch, my love! and seems to sob 

Amid the waving curtains as't would' tell 

My heart how desolate it '^0<riU4>ecome 

Whien left in its loue widowhood to weep 

And wail aAd agonize at Memory's tale. 

The outward air i)s ohiU, but, oh; thy breast, 

My dying love I is scorching with the fires 

That <!^ntre in thy heaft, and thy hot breath 
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Heaves sobbingly* like the. sirocco gale. 

That heralds death ; and thou art speechless iv>iv* 

Save what thy glaring eyes can telly for life . 

Is parting from thy bosom silently. , 

Thy pulse is wild and wanderingf and thy lixnt>9- 

Are writhing in convulsive agony, . / 

And* while thy spirit hovers o'er the verge 

Of Fate, thou canst not spea)L to me aor bid 

Thy chosen one a long farewell ! Heaven ! 

Let thy sweet mercy wait upon his end . . 

And life's last struggle close — ^'tis vain to hope 

For life — ^then take his soul on gentle wing 

Away, and let the sufferer rest with Thee I 

Alas 1 hath He who rules the universe 

Replied to my wi}d wish ? oh, give me back 

The spirit of my love for one brief hour— 'tis o*er I 

'Tis o'er ! my love, my h^p4;)ines8,-my hope. 

I sit beside a corse 1 . How deadly still 

Is the Ipne chamber he h^th left ! The fa^ma 

Of dying nature, and the bursting sigh 

Of a heart breaking* and the naurmuring voieei 

Of a delirious spirit — all are. hush^ I , 

The eye that kindled lave in my young bea^ ^ 

And JLokL me I was blessed, is lustreles^-^ . . 

And those dear lips, that oft illumed niysouU 

Are stiffening now ; those features exquiait9> 

On which I often gazed as on a mirror . 

Beaming with beauty, genius, feeling-*-aU 

That love adores and honor sanctifies, 

Collapse in their dread slmnbers and ^^!1Wh * 

The ashen deadliness of soulless dust. 

And must it be» my love 1 that thou wilt sleep 

Where I co^ never watch thy wants and glide • 

Around, thy gentle minister 7 No more 
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And soeddngly disekarge tkem 7 Art thou 90016^ 

Or is it but a dr^am ? O thon dost dwell 

Within my heart unehangeaUy as wont 

And ever wilt t-^ sit beside die Dead . 

Alone, xriule ronod me the world is bent 

On pleasure — on a shadow from the dust I 

The bright bkte Wave of Hudson rolls below 

My solitary jA&w and sounds of joy. 

Fling music o'er its^waters and tiie voie^ - 

Of gaiety is rising on my ear^^ 

lake banquet mirth amid the pyramids. 

O the ftdl consciousness of utter loss ! 

The jsingle wretchedness of cureless woe 

While' all aromid are gay ! The chaos wild 

Of billowy thcMighty on whose- tumultuous tides 

Hopes, powers and passions — all the elements 

Of heart and soul in foamy whirlpools toss ' 

Till whelmed in rain ! — ^Lovely babje ! thou hait 

No father noW, and where, iny orphan child I 

Will close our wanderings ?' I have no home - 

For thee, dosvB of the storm without an ark 

To bear thee o'er the waters of the .Waste ! 

Ccrid, voiceless-mlansioif of my ruined love ! 

I'll close thine eyes and kiss thy pallid lips. 

And watch beside thee ^or the liTelong night-— 

The last, last night I shall beheld thy form I 

O agony, and they will bury thee f 

Will snatch thee from the pillow of my heart. 

And lay thee in the damp unbreathing tomb 1 

Sleep, my tweet child I thou knowest not the pain 

Of the sad bosom^hat thou slumberest on. 

It is some joy that thou feel*st not Uie loss 

Of him who would have woarshipped his firstborn* 
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The world is silent romid me ; pale ike moon 

Gleams od the clay^-shat eyes of. him who loved 

Hm* gentle light in life» and o'er his eold, 

Collapsed, nnehanging, melafieholy face 

Plays her transparent bfiiam 6f love. My heafl 1 

Thy bleeding tears would drown my soul, if yet 

One being lived not in my life to tell 

How dear he was to me. FarewelU my love I 

Oar slmnbers now will be no more as wont I 

Yet e'en in paradise thou wilt behold 

Thine earthly love and bend from lieavevLto shed 

Immortal hopes o%ir nature's funeral urn. 


Days, weeks and months passed o'er me and were moq 
Vanishing away with that pale, mee^ ccoitent 
Which doth exist, against the ^irif s will, 
So glad was I to f^el that burden, Tiine, 
Dropping frpmmy pierced heart; for Idid live 
Among, but yet not with the liting — ^tears 
Suppressed within the fountains of the^soul. 
Congealed like waters in deep cavem-halls. 
My being passed 'mid shadows, and the diingt. 
Familiar once assumed or unknown form. 
Or appendajg^e unknown, and to my eye , 
The faces erst beloved aiq>eiMred like those 
Imagination images in dreams ; 
And oSt I feared to speak, lest I should be 
Abandoned to my woe ; and, if I spake^ 
My voice re-echoed round n)ie like the cries 
Of shipwrecked mariners at night My brain 
Was fevered with my dreadful a^gniyh, whidb 
Grew by repression, like the Bebel Flower,* 

*Th«CMiion^ 
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Until it mastered roasoiit <Mr whatever 

!f ame tluit abeervaat faculty doth bear 

Whose power ia.o'er the visible, uniyerse.. 

There was a dread oBmeasured, in my t^ougbti 

4 vague idea.of something horrible, 

And I lived on like one in broken sleep, 

Forever nf aching fi»r some lost companiont 

And wandering in maxes dark M doom. 

Where the heart fjBirints and fails^ and hope expire^. 

Yet am^ aU the ^fan^ng of my love . 

1 still clung to my ehUd ; a^mether's heart 

Retains its deep devotion to her dei|r 

And pang-bought c^pring, when -the womail*aiiubid 

Is laid in ruins ; and her bosom burns 

With love instinctive £or an innocent 

And lovely creature whom her spirit ki^ows 

Only as something worthy to be loved* 

Ffiilding the orphan to my heart, I went 

Abroad the mansion witlessly, and seariiihed 

Its chambers desolate, and theii returned 

In wil^ered disappointment that the thing 

I looked for could no where, be found«<'— I sat 

In the lone, winter nights before the dim 

And melancholy embers, and. did hush 

My breath while listening for the tread of him 

Who ever spent his evenings with his love 

In social converse ;:— but he came not, so 

I sighed and murmured to my prattling babe 

That ho would soon return ; but then I thought 

That he had gone to a far land.and left 

His duties to my care and faithful watch*. 

And so I oped his es^ritoir imd saw 

His papersii.pens and penoils and all thinga 

i jir T f*'«»i as he left them, and I felt 
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That I could not arrange them otherwise 

If they were wrong ; — ^his closet then I seardied 

And tiiere his vestments hung familiarly 

And appositely arrayed. — ^I returned 

From such short wanderings sad, and sometimef 

thought 
My love had told me he should dwell no mors 
Upon the earth — and then my heart did feel 
As if it floated in a lava sea. 
Thus passed my strange existence firom ^e day 
He died until disease my infant laid 
Upon his suflering couch, and I became 
His sleepless watcher. Long I sat beside 
The lovely one, attending all his witnts 
And sick caprices uncomplainingly, 
Yet all unconscious that he was my son. 
Till one said he was dyitkg — then there fliuihed 
Through my dark spirit thoughts long dead, and tetat 
Quenched ttte dull fire that burned upon my brain. 
And left my heart's fair path a desert way. 
Calm though 'twas dreary. Life hath direful ills 
And woes and sufferings, but the fiercest lie 
In madness, e'er in dread of heaven and earth. 
It cannot weep — ^it doth not think, and yet 
It hath both tears and thoughts^ the one of blood. 
Of pangs the other; all its feelings coil ' 
Like serpents round the heart and sting the core 
Unceasingly, and all the sweet ideas 
Of love and fHendship rotmd the racked brain twine 
Like knotted adders, venomous and blind 
Pierce, O thou Holy One ! the heart, but spare 
The spirit I Let thy judgments fall upon 
The affections, but preserve the immortal sold 1 
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My child was spared me ; and the tale I tell 
Was gathered from the loved ones who beheld 
Bat could not soothe my agony, and those 
Impressions I retain of sights and sounds 
ThAt floated by me in bewilderment 

* * * - * * # 

It was the Sabbath^s herald eve ; and pained 

With melanchdy ibusings, such as hearts 

Bleeding with sorrow nourish, forth I went 

To gaze on nature's pensive face and smUe 

Of virgin softness, and I felt the sense 

Of her deep loveliness stealing o'er my Woes 

While watching^ her pure countenance, now veil'd 

In moonlight and her changeful robes of green» 

Azure and silver-blended, while she looked 

Like one who was to me what angels are 

To paradise — ^the living fount of joy. 

A diamond star was floating 'mid the waves 

Of pearl, that danced along the silver wake 

Of Dian's bark, and it did seem like love 

Adorning innocence ; while in the midst 

Of ether hung the rosy isles of bliss, 

Where spirits as they bear the bests of heaven 

And waider Zion's towers, lift up the songs 

That soaring souls forever sing above. 

The thought of meeting my beloved again, 

Filled all my soul with gladness ; for we part 

But for a little seas<m--a brief day. 

From earth to heaven, and, like the evening star 

Upon the azure verge of summer^s sky, 

The soul embraceth two eternities. 

A sea of voices waked me from my dreams 
CY holiet spheres, and tol ^ *ne of the earth 
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That held in its cold bosom all my lov«8^ 

Save Que sweet babe, the image of its sire 

Upon his lonely widow^s heart ! O Earth 1 

Gold is the couch thy sons must sleep upon^ 

And dark the chambers of their slumber deep. 

I looked around me and the vestal moon 

Was silvering the watera, o'er which SGud». 

Swan»like, full many a silent sail bound fax^ 

Perchance, to fathomless eternity 1 

And dazzling lamps» that seemed in the pal^ moon 

Like crime obtruding his, unholy light 

Before rose-beaming virtue,.<glared above 

The blushing waters as they laughcfd in scoriL 

And in a seardomct studded o'er with lights 

That mocked the dlamcmd» many a voice arose 

In merriment well feigned, and many a fbna 

Of outward splendour glided round to find 

Something to tell hew happy all maaf^ be 

Who woo and win the pleasures of the world. 

Like earth's gay hopes, full oft a column rose 

Of fire far in the skzure vault of night» 

And then it burst and vanished 1 some did watch 

The glittering fragments till they fell — then stghAd— 

And I sighed too — ^they told me of my joys 1 

It was no scene for me — the sights I saw 

Were once shared with those eyes .that wakei^aior# 

The voioes that I heard were all unknown ; 

The arm I held was not my wedded lord's I 

Tis bittOT to compare our passing years 1 

The Dead ! where are they now ? The Living ! whal 

Are they to those whose hsaxts are in 4b» teoibl 


Slow I returned to my lone room^K and 

My sleeping ehild, and looked to heavea— «nd wei^t. 


